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Ready An’ Willing 
FEBRUARY 1980. 

MUNICH. 

David's wife Julia stood over him, her face cast in harsh shadows from the lights of the club. They were 
sitting in a manager's office; actually, only David was sitting. Julia was looming, hands on her hips, her 


expression hard with disappointment. 


"This is childish, David!" she snapped at him. "Fighting like schoolboys. | cannot believe | came here tonight with 
you for this." 


David nursed his split knuckles. Although Julia was right in front of him, he barely saw her. In his mind's eye 
was the image of Ritchie Blackmore being dragged off down the hallway, spitting and kicking, bruises already 


rising on his face from where David had struck him. 


In all his years in Purple, David had barely come within arm's length of Ritchie. Ritchie wouldn't allow it. He'd 
indicate a spot on the stage and said, "Don't come any nearer to me than that." The handful of times David had 


tried, early on, Ritchie had fixed him with a look so poisonous that David had retreated back to his side of the 
stage. Tonight, Ritchie had grabbed him by a handful of hair and spun him round, hissed " You” into his face. 
They couldn't even touch one another without violence. David could feel a swath of scratches on his upper 


arm, and a sore spot on his ribs, all mementos of Ritchie's wrath. 
Violence. Anger. Bitterness. There was nothing between them. Dont come any nearer to me than that. 
"Julia, I'm in pain," David managed. 


She huffed. "I'm going back to my parent's house to see our baby. Don't even think you'll sleep next to me 
tonight. Get your own hotel room and think about what you've done!” With that, she turned on her heel and 
stormed out of the office. 


The door slammed behind her. "I'm in pain," David repeated, and then lay his head in his hands. The scratches 
and soreness were fading already. In a few days they'd be all but forgotten. What he couldn't forget was the 
look on Ritchie's face, the way he screamed at David as they were being dragged apart. 


"/ brought you up from the gutter! Ungrateful bastard! | took a chance on you! | believed in youl No one wanted 
you in Purple but me! And this is how you repay me” 


A knock at the door, and the venue manager peered at him anxiously through a crack. "Herr Coverdale, should | 


call you a taxi?" 
Gathering himself, David said, "Yes, please. Tell the taxi to take me to the nearest hotel. Danke." 


He dearly wanted to hold his baby girl. He even wanted to hold Julia, but she was too cross with him -- it 
seemed these days she was always cross with him. They'd hidden him in this office to keep him safe from 
Ritchie, who had to be bodily carried to his tour bus. Even Julia had had to jump in and help pull Ritchie off 
him -- and David couldn't even explain why he'd come here tonight to Rainbow's show. Had he wanted to make 
amends with Ritchie? That had the ring of dishonesty about it. He'd been taking potshots at Rainbow in the 
press, mocking Ritchie's pompousness by calling it "Ritchie Blackmore's Raincoat" and so on Other men might've 
laughed it off, but not Blackmore. He would hold such treatment close to his breast and nurse it from a 


grievance into a raging feud. 


So why had David crashed Rainbow's show in Munich? He'd wanted to make Ritchie acknowledge him -- make 
him see how self-assured and successful he was, make him look upon David's beautiful German wife and his 
beautiful clothes and make him wish, above all, that David was still in his life. Dont you miss me, even a little 


bit? Im something now, arent I? Don't you wish you'd let me come a Iittle closer fo you? 


David looked upon his split knuckles and saw that they were likely to scar. That had a certain rightness to it, 
even something a touch romantic. He'd wear the scars Blackmore had left on him on the outside, just as he did 


within himself. 


Come an‘ Get It 


SPRING 198l. 
BATTERY STUDIOS, LONDON. 
"0i, your secret admirer's lurking ‘round the door again," said Bernie Marsden with a cheeky grin on his face. 


‘Oh, piss off," David said. He'd just finished a blistering take of their song “Don't Break My Heart Again’, which 
had taken almost everything he had to give, and he wasn't much in a mood for a friendly ribbing from his 


bandmates. 


Jon Lord, always the genial gentleman, joined in. "He is a bit sweet on you, David. Go on then, we've done all 


we're going to do today. Make the lad happy, take him for a whisky.’ 


David loosened his tie and glanced over at the door. A face could be seen peeping through the clear glass at 
the top. He'd been seeing that face around the studio the last few days, he was in some up-and-coming band 
who's hotshot producer had them believing they were the next big thing. The lad's name was Jack or Jim or - 
- no, Joe sounded right. He was tall and rangy and had a Northern accent, so David was already inclined to like 


him. 
"Are we done, then?" David checked with the rest of the band. 


"I'm done," declared lan Paice. "We can hardly put any more finishing touches on this album" Well, that settled 


it. f Paicey was done, they were all done. 


As they started filing out the door into the hallway, David saw the young man -- Joe -- leaning against the 
wall, pretending to study his nails. He made sure to glance up and see if David was looking at him. AA, playing it 
cool, aren't we? thought David, at the same time that Jon elbowed him and made a noise like he was clearing 


his throat. 


With a sigh, David turned to Joe and said, "Long day in the studio? A singer needs a drink for a dry throat. 


Care to join me?" 

Bernie and Neil Murray almost fell over in a fit of snickering. 

Joe's curiously exotic, slightly slanted, eyes lit up. "I'd love to. Are we off to the pub, then?" 

"David, you've some brandy in the dressing room," said Bernie, trying to hide his smile behind his hand. "You 


should take the lad in there, give him a night in" Micky Moody, who was wiping his face with a towel, rolled his 
eyes at the lot of them. 


That set David's teeth a little on edge, but Joe actually looked even more excited at the prospect. "Err, | was 
hoping you'd give me some.." Joe trailed off for a moment. "Y'know.. vocal tips. Bein’ that we're singers. In 


private. Yeah." 


"Brandy it is," said David, putting on a grand show of being magnanimous. Privately, he felt a little smug. He had 
no gear to haul home, and let the guitarists and bassist snicker -- they'd be cursing their aching backs 
without David to help them shoulder their gear. He threw an arm around Joe's shoulder and lead him to the 


dressing room. 


"How's recording going for you?" David asked him, sitting Joe down and going to his cabinet to fetch some 


brandy and two glasses. Joe's eyes followed him eagerly as he criss-crossed the room. 

Joe already seemed more at ease now that they were alone, displaying more of the easy confidence that 
seemed to be his natural state. "Well enough. But | was working on my song today. ‘Bringin: On the Heartbreak: 
Mutt says it's a bonafide masterpiece, if! can hit the high notes." 


David handed him his glass of brandy and perched next to him. "So what's your question? How to sustain a 
high note?" 


"Yeah." Joe scooted closer to him. 

"Do you do your vocal warmups?" 

| try a little mi-mi-mi before | sing," said Joe. 

"The voice must be warmed up properly," David told him, taking a sip of his brandy. 


"| ‘eard you nail that song in one take," said Joe in wonderment. "I don't know if I'll ever be able to do it. Can 


you show me your warm-up routine?” 


David began to show him, lightly tapping his chest to illustrate where the breathing should come from, and 
was a bit taken aback when Joe reached up and laid his hands upon his chest. Well, the lad seemed to want to 
learn, and maybe he was a ‘hands on’ student. David forged ahead, discussing his breathing and how to sustain 
a high note, and in the middle of a fine lecture, Joe suddenly interrupted him. 


"The thing is, David," Joe said, as his hands on David's chest began to caress him, "I lied to you a bit. | really 


wanted to--" and here he cut himself off, leaning in and capturing David's mouth in a searing kiss. 
David would sooner die than admit it, but his first thought was, Damn it, Bernie and Jon were right. The lad is 
sweet on me. Damn them, they must never know. Only after a shocked moment or two did he pull away and 


say, "What the hell are you doing?!" 


Kissing you," Joe said. His eyes were still watching David's lips. 


"| know that!" David was a bit exasperated. "I mean, whatever for?" 


"Because you're so fit," said Joe. At the look on David's face, he quickly went on. "You in that half-unbuttoned 
shirt, that loose tie, that mouth.. you were making me mad with desire. | remember seeing you on telly and 
being enraptured by you, | wasn't quite sure why. But now | think | know." He pulled David into an embrace, and 
for the first time, David had the odd sensation of knowing how girls felt -- being held in the arms of an 
amorous man. Joe began peppering his face with little kisses, and although David had thrown up his hands 
between them, he made no effort to shove Joe off. 


What the hell are we doing? wondered David in a daze. What the hell am I doing! | should be beating his arse for 
daring to -- to-- 


Joe had him backed halfway onto the couch and had worked his way between David's legs. "Make love with me, 
David," he whispered, nibbling at the shell of David's ear. 


"Have you ever done this before." David began to say as Joe rutted against him. This actually felt quite good, 
he was finding. The pressure from the bulge in Joe's trousers, which should have been off-putting, was 
sending pulses of bliss all through David's body. Even the bulk of him over David felt good, he could understand 
why girls liked being held down and made love to. Out of the corner of his eye, David looked at the door, trying 
to remember if they'd locked it. Blast it, if anyone walked in they'd just have to get a show, David told himself. 


Joe was a bit younger than him, but a very experienced kisser. David clasped his arms around him and kissed 


back, trying his best to meet Joe's thrusts. 

This had more of an effect than David intended. Joe moaned and went stiff. 

"What in the--" David mumbled against his mouth. "Was that it? Did you just finish?!" 

"M sorry," panted Joe. "I couldn't stop meself" He sat up a little and looked David up and down. David could only 
imagine how he looked, with his rumpled clothes and kiss-reddened mouth. Joe seemed to like what he saw, as 


he quickly said, "Let me suck your cock." 


For some reason, although David had heard this phrase or one similar at least a hundred times, he seemed to 


temporarily forget English. "What?" 


"Can | suck your cock?" Joe asked, saying each word clearly. "I'm quite good at it, or so I've been told" He 


smiled cheekily. 
David's mouth fell open a little. ".. go ahead." 


Joe got him out of his trousers with practiced ease. He eyed David's cock with obvious glee and went right to 


work. "Gentle now, gentle," said David, and Joe obliged, giving him a very thorough working-over. He brought 


David to a shaking orgasm and then lay between his legs, mouthing kisses onto the soft skin of his inner thighs. 
Once he could speak, David said, "God, that's one I'll remember ‘till | die." 

Joe sat up and regarded him. "Was that your first time with a man?" 

"You have to ask?" 

Joe smiled. It was a beneficent smile. "| s'pose | assumed you had some experience in that department.” 

"Why would you assume that?" David was genuinely curious. He sat up and began fixing himself. 


‘lm not sure. Sometimes you get a feeling about people. And | ‘eard some in the industry whisper about the 


fellows in Deep Purple being, ah... 


"There was quite a bit of that goin’ on," admitted David. "Just not with me." Not for lack of trying whispered a 
traitorous part of his mind that he always tried to damp down. 


Joe was back to kissing his neck. "Ill write so many songs about you," he said, before nosing under David's chin 


to get him to tilt his head back. "You ‘ave no idea what inspiration you've given me." 


"Songs about me -- what in the --" but Joe was being persuasive in certain ways that made David lose his 


train of thought. 
It was quite something to be wanted. To be the object of desire. 


A man could get used to this. 


Saints An‘ Sinners 


JANUARY 1983 
UTRECHT. 


Sometimes, David reflected over a glass of liquor, you have to accept that your world is crashing down around 


you. 


He'd hit the road with his newly minted Whitesnake lineup, down Marsden, Paicey, and Murray. He figured as 
long as Jon Lord was by his side he could do anything; he could busk by the side of the road if Jon was there 
to play for him. Cozy Powell -- who'd been there egging Ritchie on that night back in 1980 -- was now on 
drums, and Mel Galley from Glenn Hughes’ old band was on guitar, with a fellow named Colin Hodgkinson on 
bass. Micky Moody was still playing guitar as well, but he was to be seen more often in the pub than in the 
studio. 


David had bought himself out of his publishing and record deals, which had left him very nearly skint. Between 
that and the nonexistent relationship with his wife, he'd chewed his fingernails to nubs. He'd recorded another 
album -- the latest in how many albums worth of material he'd pumped out in how many years? David felt 
like he was cracking under the pressures coming at him from all sides. He could barely please anyone else, 
much less himself. There were times he'd considered actually running away -- leaving his identification behind 


and fleeing into the night, becoming a hermit somewhere in Bavaria 
Well, he could never do that to his daughter. She deserved better than that. 


As for that night with Joe Elliott, what felt like a lifetime ago.. Def Leppard was quickly proving itself capable 
of conquering the world, and David felt like a bystander watching them steamroll everyone else. He and Joe had 
met up once or twice since then, but even putting aside their schedules -- or the fact they were both men - 
- Joe was much too young and wild to want anything of any substance with David. He had a feeling he'd best 


reconcile himself to being a dear friend and guard his heart otherwise. 


So that was why he was here, drinking top shelf wine in a dingy pub in Utrecht that had once been glamorous, 
surely, but had seen better days. 


The chair next to his squealed as it was pulled out from the bar, and a beautiful Dutch woman (but weren't 
they all beautiful?) and her gigantic, Viking-esque boyfriend, deposited themselves next to him. "David 
Coverdale, what a pleasure," said the woman, who introduced herself as Margriet or Marit or something of the 


sort. 


The Viking took David by the hand and pumped his fist up and down. "Hallo! | am Adrian Vanderberg, very 


pleased to meet you!" 


"Adrian, so good to finally meet you," said David, recognizing him as the guitarist of the band of the same 
name. He was really quite intimidating, so big with so much long blond hair. But he seemed so naive and so 


eager for David to like him that he at once put David to ease. This man was no threat to anyone. 


David got him talking about fine wines and painting (Adrian was a very accomplished sort of Viking) and that 
occupied them for nearly half an hour. His girlfriend kept trying to ask David about Deep Purple, a topic David 
wanted to leave in the past. He tried to distract her by complimenting her beauty and telling Adrian what a 


lucky man he was. 


Finally, the girlfriend took herself to the ladies room, leaving the two men at the bar. Adrian at once turned to 
David and said, "| am sorry for my English. It is very bad tonight. | forget my English when | am nervous." 


"Nervous? Whatever for?" 
"You make me nervous." Adrian flushed to his hairline. 


"Because of me?" David patted him on the arm. "I'm hardly even famous, my boy. A guitar hero like you, you'll 
be meeting all sorts of famous people soon enough. You'll be going to all the best parties." 


| don't care about them," Adrian told him seriously. "I wish | could play for Whitesnake. My management won't 
let me. | say to them, ‘| would do anything for David Coverdale: | would carry your bags. But there are 
contracts | signed. | wish | had never signed them. One day | will play guitar for you." 


It was truly quite sweet. David wasn't sure if it was the wine or just the sweetness of this giant Dutchman 
that was making his head spin. "I've two guitar players right now, and I'm sure they'd spit with jealousy if you 
came on," David told him. "But you know, things change. | could have another guitar player one day.” He turned 
to the television over the bar, where some grainy station from the UK was showing a live performance. Phil 


Lynott from Thin Lizzy, performing some songs from his solo album. 


"Oh, him." David waved a hand at the television. "Ritchie tried forming a band with him once. Ritchie Blackmore, 
| mean. Said that Phil sang great but couldn't really play bass worth a damn" 


"| would play bass for you," Adrian told him. 
"You're too sweet. You really are," said David. "| need someone more like you..." Beside Lynott, on screen, was a 
guitar player with long, silky blond hair. A tall, cold drink of water if David had ever seen one. "Like him," said 


David impulsively. 


A hand fell on his shoulder and David turned to find Mick Moody glaring at him. "The ‘ell is that Jesus Christ- 


looking bastard doin’, lurking round our shows?" growled Mick. 


"Whatever are you going on about?" said David, a little breathlessly. He unconsciously leaned back, and felt 


Adrian's hands gently catch him from behind and steady him on his seat. 


"John Kalodner! The AR man from Geffen!" Mick was seething with fury. "He dresses like Jesus Christ, if 
Jesus wore sunglasses. Anyway, he's been standing in front of me at shows, taking notes. Are you plotting with 


him to get rid of me?" 
"Micky, calm down," said David. 
"If you are, then | say sod this, I'm offl" Mick was working himself up into a rage. 


Adrian stood up and began to advance on Mick, saying something in Dutch that sounded none too pleasant. 
David caught him by the forearm, but they were saved by the timely arrival of Adrian's girlfriend. 


Mick gave them all a fierce look, then left without a word. 
"Go on, then!" said David to his retreating back. He spun around in his chair and looked up at the television 
screen. The beautiful blond guitarist was still there, and David couldn't look away. Somehow, that guitarist 


seemed to embody every good thing that was right out of his grasp. 


"You don't need a man like Mick Moody," Adrian was trying to tell him. "I would never talk to you like that. 


Never." 


"| need a guitarist like you," David said, but his eyes never left the guitarist on television. "I could use a man 


like you." 


Monsters of Rock 


SEPTEMBER 1983. 
NUREMBERG, GERMANY. 


There's a place in his arms where his daughter isn’t Why does he even have a crook at his elbow meant to 
cradle a small body -- that warm curve between his neck and shoulder just the right size for a small face to 
nestle -- why does he even have strength and life inside him when his daughter is fighting for hers? 


For the last few days, David had been almost sleep-walking through his gigs with Whitesnake. He'd been torn 
from his daughter's bedside to fulfill his contractual obligations. Someone would prop him up, feed him 
something, perhaps give him a glass of something to drink, and point him in the direction of a stage. David 
would struggle not to rush through a performance just to run off stage and ring Julia for updates. 


It was only yesterday evening, when Julia called to tell him the glad news that the doctors felt sure that the 
worst was over, did David fully come back to himself. He'd slept like a baby, woke and called for another update 
to speak to his child on the phone and hear her sweet little voice. 


Today he actually felt enough like himself to stand to the side of the stage and watch some of the other 
performers. Whitesnake was sharing the stage with some very big acts -- Meat Loaf, who David had seen 
bottled at Donnington a few weeks before, the poor chap, but also Saxon, Blue Oyster Cult, and Thin Lizzy. 


David's first impression was that Phil Lynott had seen better days. He'd always been good-looking with those 
dark seductive eyes like an Arabian prince in an old bodice-ripper, but now he looked exhausted and when he 
sang, his sonorous voice betrayed him with the beginnings of a croak. From his vantage point to the side of 
the stage, David had a good view of Scott Gorham, but the other guitarist was a blur of blond hair and 
leather pants far to the other side. Something between deja vu and a hazy memory overtook David's mind. 
Hadn't he seen this before? No, he'd seen it on television.. in a bar somewhere, with another blond guitarist 


pledging his undying loyalty.. Adrian.. 


David ventured back to his dressing room and made another call just to hear his daughter breathing kisses 
over the line to him. He had one more gig to make it to, in Belgium, and after that he could be by her side 


agai n. 


He started off down the corridor, looking to find someone to call him a cab, when he saw something that 
almost made him trip over his own feet. It was as though the past and the future and his dreams all collided 
at once in the form of a young man sitting on a trunk of equipment, his long legs sticking out before him, his 


blond hair falling forward to hide a face already buried in his hands. 


David almost -- almost -- called out "Adrian", but his senses returned. This was not Adrian Vandenberg. As 
though to prove it, the vision in leather pants before him lifted his head. He was staggeringly handsome, with 


his strong jawline and piercing blue eyes. He looked up at David and David could've sworn he heard the crack of 


thunder. 
"Oh, its you," said the stranger. "John Sykes, if you please” He offered his hand. 

David shook it. "David Coverdale.” 

"If only you knew how embarrassed | am. | wish Id brought me Deep Purple albums to have you sign" 


The callouses on his hands gave him away for a guitar player. "Wouldn't you rather have Ritchie Blackmore's 


signatures?" 


David fancied that John looked a bit abashed as he said, "Blackmore is a god. But you're the one standin’ before 


me. Did you care for our show?" 


Ah, yes. The blond guitarist in Thin Lizzy. Now David had a name to put to him. "You were magnificent," he said 
earnestly. "And Lynott, where's he? Why are you sitting out in the corridor?" 


John's face fell. "| can't bear to be around them when they're in this state." 
Ah. David knew something about that. "Who is it? Phil and Scott Gorham?" 


Phil's taken to shooting heroin into his toes." John couldn't look him in the eye. "He thinks that way no one will 


know. But | know. Everyone knows.” 


"| knew someone very much like that.. Tommy Bolin was his name. I've never met someone so beautiful and yet 


so determined to destroy himself. There's an arrogance to addicts; you can't tell them anything.’ 

"So I'm findin’," said John The corners of his mouth were turned down, and when he looked up into David's 
eyes, the light in his own didn't shine so bright as it did just a few minutes before. "He died, didn't he? Bolin. 
Just a few years ago." 

"It feels like yesterday." David had the curious impulse to take John into his arms, to comfort them both. He 
pushed aside this insane and possibly suicidal urge. "Well. Whitesnake always needs guitar heroes. Should you 
ever want the job--" 


John shook his head quickly. "I've got to stay with Phil. Someone's got to keep him on his feet” 


"Ah. Do call me if you ever need anything. | must be going." David went to take his leave, but he'd only made it 


a step or two before John called out to him. 


"He's doomed, isn't he?" John asked. David paused and looked back. 


Pointing to Thin Lizzy's dressing room door across the hall, John went on. "Whether | stay or go, Phil's doomed. 


| think | know it for sure. You needn't say anythin." 


David inhaled deeply. "Take care, John" But as he walked away, he had a powerful feeling that this wasn't the 
end for the two of them. No, not at all. 


Young Blood 


SEPTEMBER 1983. 
NUREMBERG, GERMANY. 


The door to David's hotel room burst open and John Kalodner entered, resplendent in his white suit and 
sunglasses. It was nearly midnight and he was still wearing sunglasses. "Get dressed in your best and come 


down to the lobby," he told David in his nasally American accent. 
"When did you get the bloody key to my hotel room?" wondered David aloud. 


"When dont | have a key to your hotel room is the better question," said Kalodner with a quirk of his brow. 
"John Sykes is in the lobby holding court with your bandmates." 


That wasn't entirely unexpected, probably the promoters had booked both Whitesnake and Thin Lizzy into the 
same hotel. What was unexpected was Kalodner's determination to get David presentable and in the lobby. 
Begrudgingly, David put aside the scraps of paper he'd been writing lyrics and cinched his robe. "You're up to 
something, | can tell." 


"We need him in the band." 


"| already offered him a spot in Whitesnake earlier this evening," David told him. "He's committed to Thin Lizzy. 
He turned me down flat." 


"Phil Lynott isn't long for this earth," said Kalodner. At the look on David's face, he went on. "Oh, stop with the 


pear|-clutching. | give him a year, tops, and that's being generous." 
"So we wait for poor Phil Lynott to die and then swoop in like vultures?" David frowned, 


"No, screw that. We're not waiting for anyone to die. We're going to give John Sykes a blank check and take him 


now. 


David was aghast. "I'm skint and you want me to buy this guitar player. | barely have a pair of knickers to my 


"David, do you want to keep churning out a gold record every other year and stay in debt? Or do you want to 
conquer America?" Kalodner's mirrored lenses gleamed. David felt like he was the devil perched on his shoulder, 


he wondered when an angel would manifest on the other shoulder, to offer opposing counsel. 


"There's a scene going on in America, right now And you can come in like a conquering hero, David. But you're 
not gonna make it with the band of mustaches that you've got now." 


"Jon Lord's mustache is distinguished,” David insisted. "Anyway, that flashy stuff isn't Whitesnake's style. We're 


blues-rock." 


"Listen! Sykes is going to be the Page to your Plant. The Townsend to your Daltrey. The--" Kalodner cut 
himself off suddenly. 


David's expression turned stormy. "Don't you dare say the Blackmore to my Gillan. That's precisely why | never 
bothered with this singer-guitarist nonsense. | was in a band like that once already, and you know that. It has 


been almost ten years since | was in a band with him, and yet Ritchie still casts his shadow over my life.” 


Kalodner was afire again. "So cast him out! What I've got in mind will eclipse everything you've ever done. No 
one will even remember that you were in Deep Purple. Or you can stay right where you are and play second 
fiddle to Micky Moody and his stupid hat. He turns his back to the audience through half the set, but what do 
you care. Just stick with him. Or go down there and convince John Sykes to strap a rocket to Whitesnake and 
ride it into the stratosphere." 


So David took himself down to the hotel lobby. John Kalodner didn't come with him, but David knew he'd be 
bringing up the rear, lurking about, making sure that everything was going according to plan. Sure enough, 
David found John Sykes in the lobby with his Whitesnake band mates, everyone relaxing on ugly couches while 
sipping liquor. "Come join us!" said Jon Lord, raising his glass to beckon him. 

David sat beside Jon Lord, then glanced over at John Sykes, who was sank so low in his seat on the couch that 
his knees seemed to stick out like harpoons. They bumped David's legs every time he so much as thought 
about moving. 

"So did you find it hard to learn Thin Lizzy's guitar parts?" Mel Galley was asking John. 

John picked at his nails. "Nah, | just plow me way through till | figure it out" 

Cozy Powell snorted. He seemed unimpressed with their young visitor. 


“Something you'd like To say?" John asked him. 


"Oh, just that Ritchie Blackmore would never have put up with such unprofessional behavior. Would ʻe, David?" 


Cozy put David on the spot. 
"| don't like to talk about that," David told him. 
"Nah, ya don't, which is mighty rich seein's how that was the highlight of your damn ca--" 


"Cozy, for your own sake, don't finish that thought," warned Jon Lord. Lord had a way of being firm but never 
threatening, a rare talent. Cozy closed his mouth with an audible clacking of his teeth. 


David was now officially in a foul mood. He turned to Mick Moody and said, "As for unprofessional, if | catch 


you turning your back to the crowd ever again, you're out of the band" 


"Wot?" Mick's eyes were bugging out of his head. His triloy was nearly about to fall off. "How fuckin’ dare 
you.." He looked at David, then over at John Sykes, and understanding dawned in his eyes. "Ah. That's it, then. | 


see how this is. Pushin’ me out for this'n?" 
"Micky --" again Jon Lord tried to step in, but Mick had already stood up. 


"Well, | quit then! Have fun being total rubbish!" Mick shoved his way past everyone, even giving John Sykes a 


shove as he went. 


Cozy made a disgusted sound and took his leave, followed by Colin the bassist. Jon Lord lay his head on the 
armrest and began to weep. Poor Jon, he was so sensitive. David moved to comfort him, but Jon waved him 
away. "No.. no.. Micky is just upset. He'll take it back in the morning. I'm to bed. | need to call my wife." And he, 
too, left. 


Now it was just David and John left on the couches, both slouching, facing each other. David was wondering if 
he'd just disintegrated his entire band. He couldn't tell what John was thinking. He looked on edge, which David 


supposed was fair. Whitesnake hadn't made the best impression as a unit tonight. 
"David," said John, "what do you want from me?" His hands slid down his spread thighs to rest near his knees. 


"Whatever do you mean?" David was feeling a bit hypnotized. This must be how a cobra feels, as the 


snakecharmer taps his foot in time to the music. 


"Don't play innocent wit me." John stood up and stepped closer, one leg sliding between David's legs. Instinctively, 
David leaned back into his seat, pressing his shoulders as far back as they could go. John knelt a little, bracing 
his hands on either side of David's head. 


"When you decide what it is you want, then come find me,” said John. "That is, if you're brave enough." The 

look on his face was a challenge. He seemed to be taking David's measure. Without another word, he stepped 

back, smoothed down his shirt, and walked into the elevator. Only when the elevator doors slid shut did David 
find it in him to take another breath. 


He arrived at his room feeling emotionally drained, and nothing had even really happened. John Kalodner burst in 


seconds later. 


‘Ive got a hook for us," he told David. "Sykes used to be in a band called Badlands with Neil Murray. Get rid of 
Colin Hodgkinson, get Murray back in the band. Sykes will jump at the chance to be his friend” 


"Damnit," swore David, throwing himself on the bed. "Stop coming to my hotel room like this. People will talk.” 


‘Oh, they'll talk," Kalodner promised him. "You don't know how right you are. Soon, everyone will be talking about 
you." 


Slide It In 


OCTOBER 1983 

MUNICH, GERMANY. 

The album was virtually finished when John Sykes called and said he'd like to come by for an audition. 

The other fellows in Whitesnake took the news well enough, to David's relief. Micky had stuck around to record 
the album, but cut and ran as soon as his last note was recorded. He and David hadn't been on speaking terms 


for months. Mel Galley, Colin Hodgkinson, and Jon Lord liked the thought of the band gathering ‘round and 


watching the audition to make a real decision, like a committee. 

Cozy was the only holdout. He had taken a disliking to John Sykes that he couldn't shake. 

"No, no, and no," said Cozy after the audition David was beyond embarrassed. John was sitting out in the 
studio, watching the lot of them crowded into the control room to discuss his audition They were separated 
by sound-proof glass but he didn't need to read lips to know what Cozy was saying about him. 

"Can you elaborate on why you don't want John in the band?" David asked. 

"He's trouble, he is," said Cozy. "I know trouble, and | see it in him." 

'It can't be that you're afraid of being overshadowed, hmm?" David needled him. Cozy was a bombastic 
personality, like most drummers, but unlike most drummers, he had a craving for the spotlight. He could see 


why Cozy might not want someone as flashy and good-looking as John Sykes in the band. 


Cozy looked offended. "Overshadowed by im? Me? Never! The day that ponce overshadows me is the day they 
put me in the cold, hard ground." 


"| would think you would've liked him," Jon Lord spoke up. "You've wanted the band to be heavier for some time, 


Cozy, and Sykes is a very heavy player." 

"He'll tear us apart, he will," said Cozy. "You mark my words." 

"Well, you've been outvoted,” David informed him. "This is my band and | make the final decisions." 
"Bullocks!" 

David got on the intercom and called to John Sykes. "John? You've got the gig." 


‘Oh, do 1?" John Sykes flipped his hair over one shoulder, seeming to enjoy the sight of Cozy fuming behind 


David in the control room. "What's next, then?" 
"We're going to rerecord the album" 

"Wot?" said John 

"What!" said the rest of the band 

"The ‘ell are you talkin’ about?" Cozy demanded to know. 

"We're rerecording the album for the American market, John Kalodner believes itll be a big hit” 
"What's wrong with the album we've got?!" Cozy wanted to know. 


"Nothing at all, and it'll be released here in Europe," David explained patiently. "But in the States there's certain 
things expected of us.." 


Colin Hodgkinson piped up. "This is it, innit? The start of the image revamp. You're goin’ to make Whitesnake into 
some kind of Van Halen or Def Leppard. | must say, boys, | don't see much room in a band like that for the 
likes of me." 

"Kalodner already suggested bringing Neil Murray back into the band if you don't want to do it," David told him. 
"Neill" Mel couldn't help himself, he was quite excited by the prospect. 

Colin nodded his head. "This is definitely it. | think I'd best bow out gracefully now." 

"Oh, Colin--" Jon Lord started to say, but Colin held up a hand to stop him. 

"Say no more. I'm not one to put on flashy clothes and try to be some kind of second-rate Def Leppard. You 
want that, then you've got what you need right there in thatn" He jabbed his thumb in John Sykes’ general 
direction. 

David pressed the intercom again. "So, John, are you up to the task?" 

John Sykes actually yawned. "Why not?" 

So that was the ignoble beginnings of the newest permutation of Whitesnake. They got off to a rocky start and 
things didn't get much smoother. Cozy wanted all sorts of pyrotechnics and other madness, and he had no 
problem setting them off in rehearsals -- suspiciously close to John Sykes' head. More than once John had to 


roll out of the way of a piece of flying debris. 


"Cozy, stop trying to murder John!" David found himself yelling. He wasn't altogether sure that Cozy wasn't 


trying to blow John's pretty head off his shoulders. 


Colin and Neil practically bumped into one another as one was leaving and the other was coming back. It was 


David and John Kalodner who sat Neil down and explained the situation. 
"Micky Moody and Colin Hodgkinson are out, so itll be you and John Sykes," Kalodner said. 
"John Sykes? My old bandmate from Badlands, John Sykes?" Neil looked completely taken aback. Almost.. wary. 


"None other," David told him. 


"Ah, so you're bringin’ me back to keep him out of trouble," said Neil, in a tone like he'd figured out some 


scheme and he was quite proud of himself for his insight. 


"We thought the two of you might work together well, all things considered," Kalodner told him. "What kind of 
trouble do you expect from Sykes?" 


"Oh, you'll see," said Neil ominously. "You'll see." 


David got his first hint a couple of days later. They'd been so busy with the rerecording that he and John had 
barely said two words together. He had no spare time to speak of, anyway, as he was spending all of it at 
home with his daughter before they had to go on tour. Things.. could be worse, David told himself. The album 
was coming along well (both of them). His German was still shoddy after all these years. He and his wife were 


sleeping in separate bedrooms. The nights were long and lonely. 


He was woken in the middle of the night by a phone call. He jolted awake, afraid that something must've 
happened to his family back home in England; no one else would ever care so late. "Ello?" he said into the 


receiver. 


A snuffling sound. "He's there with you, isn't he? Tell me the truth. Is John there beside you?" A gentle Irish 


voice. It took David a few seconds to place. 


Phil Lynott. Phil Lynott was calling him at home past midnight. He didn't even have David's phone number. "I beg 


your pardon?!" 


A sound that David at first took for demented laughter, then realized was sobbing. "Put John on the phone," he 


forced out between sobs. 


"John's not here," David told him. "Why would he be here beside me? I'm in my bed, Phil. Who gave you this 


number?" 


"Don't lie to me!" Phil's voice cracked. "You wouldn't lie, would you? You'd tell me if he was there?" 


David felt a headache coming on. "It's nearly dawn, Phil Let a man rest. John is not here with me. You'll have 


to call him if you want to speak with him" 
Phil sniffled out a "goodnight" and then hung up. 


David sat there in the dark for some moments, listening to the dial tone. 


Guilty of Love 


APRIL 1984. 
LUDWIGSHAFEN, GERMANY. 


David was finally feeling like himself again, getting back to his hip-thrusting, preening, rock star antics on stage. 
Whitesnake was on tour, doing what they did best, with John Sykes joining them. Tonight they'd played the last 
gig of the German leg of the tour, and tomorrow they'd be off to Scandinavia 


"David, come on," John Sykes said as he plucked at his sleeve. He and Mel Galley had been pestering him for 
several minutes to join them on some doubtlessly decadent fun. "There's some festival in town with lots of 


fantastic German beer -- and even better, frauleins.” 


"The only fraulein | care about right now is my daughter," David told him. "Off with you two! And you'd best 


not be late to the airport tomorrow!" 


Mel practically bounced out the door of their hotel's lobby, John following behind.. but he paused in the 
doorway for just a moment, holding David's eye contact for a moment longer than normal. Then he ducked out 


and was gone. 


David was surprised to see Neil Murray sprawled across a couch, slouched down so low one could not see him 
unless they peered over the back. "You're not tagging along with John and Mel?" David asked him. Neil always 
liked a good time. 


"No," said Neil, and then pulled a face. "Johnny plays too rough when ‘e's drinkin’. im content to stay right 


where | am." 


David wasn't sure what to make of Neil nowadays. He played as well as ever, cracked jokes and paid attention 
during recording and on the tour bus. But these days he wore an expression as though he wanted to say 


something more, but thought better of it. David had tried to pry it out of him a time or two, to no avail. 


Putting it out of his mind, David retired to his hotel room to rest and have a brandy. He felt as though he'd 


just fallen asleep when a rap at the door roused him. "David, open up! Its urgent!" It was Jon Lord's voice. 


David barely got his robe tied round his waist and opened the door before Jon nearly yanked him into the 


corridor. "Get some shoes on, quickly," Jon told him. "Mel's in hospital." 


"Whatever are you on about?" Nothing seemed to make sense. The hour was so late, and Jon's words came out 
in an uncharacteristic rush, so that everything seemed a bit unreal. "What do you mean, Mel's in hospital? | 


just saw Mel not three or four hours ago." 


"There's been an accident." Jon Lord's face was grim. "It's looking bad, David. You'll need to come at once." 

They all piled into the back of a cab, Cozy grousing loudly and Neil curled into himself in a corner, with David 
wedged between, still not believing what he'd been told Jon Lord sat up front with the cab driver, anxiously 
reading directions to the hospital off a piece of paper in his excruciatingly polite, rudimentary German, 

A rurse led them into Mel's room, where they found John Sykes sitting in a chair in the corner. Mel cracked 
open an eyelid when they entered and tried to smile. Even that movement looked painful. His arm was in a sling, 
suspended in mid-air, and when David saw the jagged stitches, he nearly vomited in the sink. Neil Murray took 


one look and immediately turned his face to the wall. 


"What happened, John?" Cozy demanded of John Sykes, accosting him as soon as he went to stand up. "What 
the ‘ell did you do to me mate?" 


"He didn't do it on purpose --" Mel started to say. 

'Lie still, Mel, please," begged Jon Lord, kneeling by his side. 

"It was an accident, it was," insisted John Sykes. "We were at the festival, ‘avin’ a good time, as you do. Got a 
bit pissed. Mel saw this line of Volkswagens, he wanted to run across them. It sounded like a lark to me, so | 


followed him." 


"| slipped and fell," Mel managed to say. His face was quite white with pain. Jon Lord began stroking his hair 
tenderly. 


"Yeah. He tumbled off the bonnet of one of the cars, and | came tumblin' after ‘im. Landed on his arm. It was a 


honest-to-god accident," John went on. 

Cozy stared John right in the face. "Mel, izzit the truth?" 

"The truth, | swear it, Cozy." 

Finally finding the words, David went to Mel's side and said, "Have the doctors said when you'll be healed?" 
"It'll be weeks, | think. You'll ‘ave to go on and finish the tour with me," whispered Mel. 


"He's exhausted, let him rest," Jon Lord said, rising from where he'd been kneeling by Mel. "Get out, the lot of 


you. Let the man recover." 


Obligingly, the rest of Whitesnake filed out of Mel's sick-room in stony silence. Neil had his hands clamped over 
his mouth, his eyes wide with horror. John Sykes wore a crease between his brows, marring his handsome 
face. Jon Lord bravely held up till the door shut, then collapsed into a chair and burst into tears. Now it was 


David who was comforting him, holding Jon's hands and speaking to him in a low, dulcet voice. 


Cozy disappeared for a few minutes, then returned with a fellow in a white coat who proved to be Mel's 
surgeon. "You'd best give Mel morphine,” he said. He grasped the surgeon by the lapels and nearly lifted him 
off the floor. "If | hear he's made so much as a peep from the pain, I'll fly back from Denmark and I'll see to 


ya. 


"Cozy, please." David couldn't handle comforting Jon Lord and talking Cozy down from getting himself an assault 


charge all at once. 


Neil made himself useful and interceded, gently prying Cozy off the surgeon and leading him down the corridor, 
back the way they came. 


Jon Lord was now weeping into David's collarbone. "What are we to do?" David felt like he was beseeching God 


more than asking either of his present band mates a question. 
"We'll make it through," said John Sykes. 
"Maybe we should just cancel the tour," David said. 


"Cancel? Whatever for?" John sounded a bit peeved. "I can play all the guitar parts. | don't need Mel, and | 


never did. The show must go on, and alla that." 


David somehow made it through the next couple of days. They got regular updates from the surgeons back in 
Germany, none of it good. Mel's break was very complicated, and soon he came down with a raging infection. 
John Kalodner even flew out to take a look at his progress, then caught up with Whitesnake in Sweden a day or 
two later. 


Kalodner strolled into David's dressing room and propped himself up on the makeup counter like he owned the 


place. "David, I've got to level with you," he said. "Mel Galley will never play again" 
"You're lying," David told him. 


"| wouldn't lie about this," Kalodner assured him. "Mel's arm looks bad. If they don't have to amputate the damn 


thing itll be a miracle. He'll never play on Whitesnake's level again even if they salvage it” 
David mulled over this. "I'll have to break the news to the band." 


"You do, and you'll be the bad guy," Kalodner said. "They'll look at it as you ditching Mel in his time of need. 
Just go on and finish the tour. I'll handle everything.’ 


It was very enticing, the thought of letting Kalodner handle things. Sometimes it was overwhelming to David, 
trying to keep the peace in the band, put on a great show night after night, then go back to his hotel room 
and have nightmares about Mel's broken arm. He'd even begun dreaming about his daughter being sick again. 


David felt like his poor mind was going to crack under the strain. 


He was waiting for the other shoe to drop, and drop it did, the next day. Jon Lord knocked on David's door and 
said very formally, "There's something | need to tell you." 


"Come in, come in" David welcomed him in to his hotel room. "Care for a cuppa?" 
‘lm afraid not now," Jon said. "David -- | got a call from Blackmore yesterday." 


"What does ol' Ricardo have to say for himself?" asked David as he strolled into his hotel suite's mini-kitchen. 


"Wait, don't tell me: he's putting the band back together." 
"He is," Jon told him. "We're reuniting Deep Purple. With Glover and Gillan, not with you and Glenn" 
The tea cup fell from David's hand and shattered upon the floor. 


‘| wanted you to hear it from me," Jon said. "I didn't want you to be blindsided. The record company has 


offered an obscene amount of money for the ‘classic’ reunion and-- David, please!" 


David fell to his knees and began groping for the broken bits of tea cup. "So that's it, then? You're leaving?" he 
forced out. Tears betrayed him by streaming down his face. 


Jon ran to his side. "Deep Purple is in your past, David. With all the drama and poor Mel being hurt, I'm not 
myself these days. Its best that | go back to Purple. David, I'm not doing this to hurt you." 


"And yet | hurt," sobbed David, even as Jon gently pried the broken bits of tea cup out of his hands. "l'm in 
pain nearly all the time. And you know why, Jon. You're leaving me right now! Like this! We're about to start 
the American leg of the tour!" 


He wanted to lash out at Jon, to unload his own burden of pain onto him, but more than that, David wanted 
Jon to comfort him. At that moment, if Jon had changed his mind and asked to stay in Whitesnake, David 


wouldve agreed and cried with relief, pride be damned. He was torn apart by conflicting emotion. He wanted to 


strike Jon, he wanted to lay in his arms and be told everything would be all right. 
"l'm in pain," David wept. 


After Jon Lord left, David was laying in bed, a hot cloth over his face. his eyes were so swollen from crying 


that they felt almost bruised. He heard the click of the door open and then shut. 
"John, | told you to stop coming into my hotel rooms," David muttered at Kalodner. 


"Wrong John" David tensed up as he felt the weight of John Sykes’ body perch on the edge of his bed. He 
reached up and pulled the hot cloth off his face, staring at him in shock. 


John Sykes looked as stunningly handsome as ever. He braced one arm over David's body and leaned, so this 
long hair fanned over him like a curtain. "Listen to me, David. | know about Galley ar Lord. Me and you, we 


don't need either of them. We don't need anyone but each other." 


Love Ain't No Stranger 


JUNE 1984. 
LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA. 


"God, thats ‘orrible, David" Joe Elliot sounded truly sorry to hear about Mel Galley's ongoing troubles with his 


arm. 


"The break was bad enough," David went on. "But then he developed an infection in his nerves. | don't think Mel 


will ever play again. | truly don't." 


"/ don’t know what wed would do if one of us got injured like that" Joe said, his voice a little tinny over the 


phone comection. 


"Ah, my dear boy. Don't worry your head about it. You lads in Def Leppard seem to have been born under a 
lucky star." 


"David -- do you think we could tour together? Def Leppard and Whitesnake? Next year maybe, after we each 


finish another record? | really miss you!" 


David twisted the telephone cord around his finger, cursing his traitorous heart for leaping into his throat. 
There can be nothing real between you but friendship, he told himself. Dont get your hopes up. He said, "The way 
you're going, | fully expect Def Leppard to rule the world by your next album. You'll forget all about me by 
then" 


"Not possible," Joe swore to him, his every word so earnest, David actually felt himself go a little weak in the 
knees. "When / hear your voice, all | can think about is how to get closer fo you. If we toured together, youd 
always be within reach Say you will" 


A panicked part of his psyche told him to slam down the receiver, but David found himself saying, "Of course | 
will" before he could stop himself. There was no future with Joe. Making any sort of plans together was just 
David setting himself up for heartbreak. But how could he deny Joe anything? 


He'd barely got off the phone when a rap came at his hotel door. David found John Sykes waiting on the other 
side, looking bored and a little annoyed. "We're ‘ere in paradise, it's gloriously sunny outside, and you've hidden 


yourself away in this cave? Come on, David, you've not once taken me out for dinner." 


"You want me to take you out for dinner?" David asked, a little amused by the phrasing, although surely John 
meant nothing by it. 


"Yeah, somewhere good. Somewhere classy." 


“All right, let me get changed--" but before David could finish his sentence, John pushed past him and threw 
himself down on the lounge chair by the window. He sat there expectantly. Was he waiting for David to change 
in front of him? A bit miffed, but not willing to start a fight with yet another band mate, David opted to 
pretend nothing was wrong. He grabbed some clothes and went to change in the spacious loo. 


"Who were you talkin’ to on the phone?" John called to him through the door. 


David paused for a moment and looked his own reflection in the eye. Giving himself a shake, he resumed 


putting his shirt on. "No one you need concern yourself about" 

"Was it that young fellow from Def Leppard?" 

David opened the door and looked him right in the face. "How do you know about him?" 

A little smile played on John's lips. "I listen. People talk” 

David badly wanted to ask who had told John about Joe, but he already knew the list of culprits was 
astonishingly small. Maybe he could wheedle the name out of John, or maybe John would withhold it just to 
make David squirm. "Don't believe everything you hear," he told John 

"An just what do you imagine I've ‘eard?" John asked, his smile turning into a full-fledged smirk. 


David shut the door to the loo in his face. 


They rode the elevator in silence and once in the hotel lobby, David had a car brought ‘round. They hopped in, 
John taking the passenger seat and fiddling with the radio, turing it to a station of his choice. 


"All the time I've known you, and | don't feel | really know you at all," David said. 
"How well do you want to know me?" John asked him. 


David decided not to answer that question. He put the car into drive and they took off in a rush. He reached 
down to shift gears, and almost yelped when he touched John's hand. 


"Oh, sorry,” said John in a tone that suggested he was not at all sorry. 
"What are you doing?" David said. "Get your hand off my gear stick" 
John raised his hands in an exaggerated display. "I was just goin’ to help you." 


"| don't need help like that" 


"| disagree," said John, chuckling to himself. 


They made it to Le Dome without incident, and John was suitably impressed. "Do be discrete," David told him. 
"This is one of Los Angeles' most famous places to see and be seen. Don't make a fuss if you see a celebrity 


sitting at the next booth." 


They took a seat and began examining the menu. John spoke up. "You must've thought you knew Jon Lord quite 
well after all these years, but he up and left, didn't he? He'll regret it. Deep Purple are dinosaurs from the 


"10s, no one cares about that kind of music anymore." 
"Hey now," David chided him. "I was one of those dinosaurs from the ‘10s." 


"Oh, yeah." John closed his menu and pushed it aside. "Do you think you can do? The whole image makeover. It's 
a young man's game, rock and roll. I've seen ‘em on telly. Young an' hungry ones, like Motley Crue. A new 


species entirely. You think you can compete with that?" 
"Are you saying l'm too old?" David glared at him from over his own menu. 


"The world is changin’, David," said John. "It's all image now. You've got to ‘ave the hair, the clothes, the girl. All 
for the music videos on MTV. There's a bloody awards show for music videos now! John Kalodner knows this. 
That's why he brought us ‘ere. We got to ‘ave a new image. If they're young and hungry, we're younger and 
hungrier." 


David was about to open his mouth with a retort, when a vision of loveliness caught his eye. "John, turn 


around," he said. "Look at those women" 


Two girls were sitting at the booth at the far end of the restaurant, not far from the bathrooms. The perky 


little blonde was a treat, but the redhead next to her was an actual goddess. 


"What a pair of birds," John said appreciatively. "Wait right ‘ere, Ill be back." He left David to order for both of 
them and approached the girls’ table. The redhead had already started for the bathroom, John pursued her, 
but a minute later, returned to David's table rather put out. 


"What happened?" David asked. "She turn out to be a lesbian?" 

"| asked her to join us for drinks, she said no," John said, settling into a snit. 

David stood up. "I'll be back shortly." 

Le Dome had a set of stairs that led down to the bathrooms. David waited at the top until the ravishing 


redhead appeared. She was even more beautiful close up. "Pardon me," David said to her. "My name is David, 


and my friend and | would like to know if you and your friend would join us for tea." 


"Tea?" The redhead blinked at him. 
"lts a fine English tradition," David told her. 


"Well, |." She seemed to consider. After a moment, a smile blossomed on her mouth. "I'd love to have a cup of 


tea with you. Let me tell my friend" 

"Fantastic!" David was over the moon, "I didn't catch your name?" 

‘Oh, my name? Tawny." 

Tawny? These American girls had the oddest names. David returned to his and John's table and they didn't 
have to wait long; the two girls joined them within minutes. The blonde, who's name was Chelsea or Shelly or 
something similar, sat next to John and Tawny made sure to sit next to David. If he inhaled deeply, David could 


smell her perfume. 


John regaled the women with their exploits. "We're in an English rock band," he told them. "We're in town for a 


few days before we embark on our American tour. We're to sign with Geffen 


"That's so sexy!" Chelsea or Shelly squealed. She was drinking in John with her eyes, the same way everyone 


else did. "Tawny was in a rock music video, weren't you, Tawny?" 


Tawny looked a bit embarrassed to be put on the spot like that. "Just one. It was a favor for my boyfriend at 
the time, we're not together anymore. Chelsea, they probably don't listen to Ratt." 


She was right, David didn't know who or what Ratt was. It had the most godawful name for a band he'd ever 
heard, though. 


"She was dating the guitar player," Chelsea went on, oblivious to Tawny's discomfort. 
"Guitar player!" John leaned across the table to Tawny. "Izzat what you like, then, guitar players?" 


Tawny leaned back and away from him. "My standards are higher these days. I'm holding out for a lead singer.’ 


At the look on John's face, David laughed aloud. "It seems we've found a woman immune to your charms, 


Sykes!" 
"Can you get us backstage passes?" Chelsea asked John 
"Chelsea!" Tawny admonished her. 


"Ah, its all right. Sure, we can get you backstage." John tickled Chelsea under her chin. "All-access pass. Can't 


we, David?" 


"If you'd like to come to our next show in a few days, we can get you in. No problem," David promised the 
girls. 


Afterward, they saw the girls to their convertible. Chelsea was sitting up on her knees, peering up at John, 
looking like a dog pawing at it's master for attention. Tawny let David open her door for her. She took her 
sunglasses from the glove box and put them on. 


"I'd like to see you again,” David told her. 


Tawny seemed to consider this, then dug in her purse for a piece of paper and a pen. She wrote a phone 


number and gave it to him. "I'd like to see you, too." 
"You will," David said. 


"Don't be a stranger," Tawny said, as she put the car into reverse and headed out of the parking lot. 


Spit t Out 


JULY 1984 
BAKERSFIELD, CALIFORNIA. 


David found it surreal, how this was the same California that, only ten years ago, had played host to himself 
and Deep Purple. He'd been such a lad then, still a bit of baby fat on him. California never changed, he 
observed through the windows of the tour bus carrying him from show to show. The same palm trees, the 
same desert nights streaked with shooting stars, the same beautiful women with kissable lips. It was as though 
none of it had ever happened; CalJam had been just a fever dream, and Tommy Bolin had never swam naked in 


Glenn's pool in the Los Angeles sunshine and lived and loved and died. 


They'd joined up with Dio for the remainder of the month, a natural match considering their overlapping 
fanbases. David wished he and Ronnie were closer friends -- their personalities had never quite meshed, and 
Ronnie always held himself at a certain distance. He was happy to reunite with Dio's wife, Wendy -- she had, 


once upon a time, been lan Paice's girlfriend. 


Dio's bassist Jimmy Bain and John Sykes went way back -- both had played with Phil Lynott and were shortly 
thick as thieves. That made David a bit nervous. Jimmy Bain was a hard partier and a real animal. He might 
well have heroin flowing through his veins rather than blood. Suppose he gets John hooked on that stuff, 
thought David. /t doesn't bear thinking about 


They had just finished soundcheck at the Civic Auditorium when John Kalodner made his grand entrance. He 
brought with him some special guests. 


David shielded his eyes from the bright stage lights. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. "Tawny! Izzat 
your" 


"David!" She ran for the stage, and David hopped down to gather her into his arms. 


"Hello David," said Kalodner amiably as he strolled up to them. He was wearing a pressed, pink suit with no 
visible sweat stains despite the intense heat. David wondered for a moment if Kalodner might actually be the 
devil in the flesh. It would explain a lot of things. "This young beauty was lost and looking for you, and you know 
how | am about picking up strays." 


"You're a vision of loveliness," David told Tawny before kissing her. Behind him, he could hear John making a 
faint sound of disgust. 


"Oh, John," said Kalodner. "| brought something for you, too. Maybe you've missed these." He snapped his 
fingers and a man in a chauffeur's hat stepped forward and dropped a bag at John Sykes’ feet. 


"What the bloody ‘ell is this?" John asked. 


"Your clothes. You didn't notice your suitcase getting lighter and lighter?" Kalodner tilted his head to the side. 
"A couple of very pretty Valley girls dumped these on the floor of Geffen's reception area and demanded we 
return these to you. Since | was heading that way already, | took it on myself” 


"John, you've been a bad boy, running wild in the city, eh?" David got a chuckle at the look on John's face. Like 
a lot of fair-haired people, when embarrassed he flushed red all the way down his neck in an unbecoming 


manner. 


‘Oh, piss off, Dolly! You're one to talk!" Dolly was John's teasing nickname for David. God only knew where he'd 
picked it up. 


"My madcap days are behind me," David announced, twirling Tawny in a circle to make her dress flair out. "I've 


got one woman consuming my every thought.” 
Tawny and Kalodner joined them on the tour bus. Cozy got on, took one look at them, and swore loudly. 


"Don't be like that, old chap," David told him. "They're accompanying us as far as Santa Cruz. You can play 
nicely until then" 


'| already have to weave me way through a maze of bare feet stickin' off the ends of bunks to take a piss at 
night!" Cozy snapped. "And now you'll be ruttin’ away with that woman while John Kalodner sits up front, suckin’ 
up alla the oxygen. | won't stand for it" 


"You won't stand for it?" David's patience was wearing thin. "This isn't your band, or did you forget? | started 
Whitesnake, it's my brainchild The record deal, this bus, and even the loo that you get to piss in, it's all 
because of me, and don't you forget it” 


"| can't, when you remind me of it ev'ry day," groused Cozy. He'd been in a foul mood since they got to 
America. He didn't like touring with Dio -- there was some bad blood between them dating back to their 
Rainbow days. He didn't like American women ("I'd rather a good English bird any day.") and being on the bus 
with both David and John Sykes was driving him mad. David was almost at the point where he wished Cozy 
would quit. 


"He's part of the plan, David, we don't want him to quit," insisted Kalodner a few days later as they sat in 


David's dressing room before the show in Irvine, California. 
"We don't?" David frowned. He felt he'd given Cozy more than enough consideration and didn't like the disrespect 
he'd been given in turn. Why, he and Tawny didn't even have sex on the tour bus. What more could he be 


expected to do? That alone took a Herculean effort on David's part. 


"You're, like, the ultimate rock star," Kalodner went on. "But Cozy's not far behind you and John Sykes. He's got 


potential. Crazy potential! By the way, if your thing with Tawny works out, we need to put her in your music 


videos. All your music videos." 


This made David a bit uncomfortable, as he'd often mocked rock musicians putting their girlfriends in their 
music videos. Doing so now would make him a damn hypocrite. He reluctantly agreed to bring up the idea to 


Tawny. 
The door cracked open, and Wendy Dio stuck her face in and said, "David, can | tell you something?" 


"Come in, come inl" said David. "Come to confess your undying love for me at last? Wendy, whatever will Ronnie 


think?!" 


Wendy smiled at him. "Not here to confess to any secret loves, | swear. | overheard the debate about Cozy. If 


he does leave, I've someone you should consider for the drumming position" 
"Who?" asked Kalodner. 
"Aynsley Dunbar, my ex-husband," said Wendy. 


“Aynsley Dunbar! From Jefferson Starship! Wendy, that guy is old He must be forty at least. No offense," said 
Kalodner a bit belatedly, realizing that might be a bit wrong to say to the man's ex-wife. 


"He's a fantastic drummer," Wendy said. "A bad husband, but a fantastic drummer. Anyway, keep him in mind.” 


David promised her that he would. However, it wasn't Aynsley Dunbar who turned up backstage after that 


night's show, but someone else from the past -- Dio's old band mate in Rainbow, Craig Gruber. 


David didn't know Craig Gruber at all. He'd played on the first Rainbow album, when all the songs were about 
wizards and barbarians, before Ritchie Blackmore fired everyone but himself and Dio. He was an American, like 
Dio, with long straight hair and an intellectual air about him. As soon as he met him, David knew why Ritchie 
had fired Craig; Ritchie never could abide anyone who came across as a thinker, someone who might not be 
susceptible to his mind games. "Nice to meet you, Dave," said Craig, already shortening David's name as though 
they were old friends. "This is my wife, Jennifer.” 


Craig's wife was the only woman David thought he'd ever seen who was nearly as beautiful as Tawny. As soon 


as she stepped up to shake David's hand, David felt Tawny tighten her grip on his arm. 


They exchanged pleasantries while David, like every other man who'd ever met Jennifer, was blown away by 
her dewy skin and heart-shaped face. As soon as an opportunity presented itself, Tawny steered them both 
toward the refreshments and away from the Grubers. To reassure her, David spent the rest of the evening 


hand-feeding Tawny grapes like a devoted slave. 


They were joined shortly by the guitarist from Dio's band, who's dark hair tumbled in ringlets down his 


shoulders. "I need something stronger than these spirits tonight," he said, staring dejectedly at the alcohol 
provided. 


"Oh, what a cute accent!" said Tawny. It wasn't; he had a thick Northern Irish accent, almost universally 
considered one of the ugliest one could have, but Tawny, like most Americans, thought they all had "cute 


British accents." 


The guitarist introduced himself as Vivian Campbell; he was very young, probably not long out of school, and 
seemed a bit full of himself, like most young, hungry guitarists. There was something else, something angry 
that seemed coiled deep in his belly, but where it came from, David did not know. 


"| recognize you from that music video," Tawny said to Vivian. "Rainbow In the Night or something like that" 
“Rainbow In the Dark," Vivian corrected her. "Yeah, that was me. Me and Jimmy." He nodded at Jimmy Bain, 
who was looking well and truly sloshed The beer that he held in his hand was perilously close to spilling 
everywhere. 

"David's asked me to be in some of his music videos." Tawny kissed David on the cheek. 

I'll have to write the songs for you first," said David. 

"Yeah, well, it wasn't as much fun as you'd think," said Vivian "We had to crash our own music video shoot. 
Ronnie wanted to be the star of the show. We played on the record but he wanted to be the only one in the 
video." He jabbed a toothpick into a square of cheese and popped it into his mouth. "Don't say nuthin’, but l'm 


about done with Dio. | was promised a band and | feel more like a servant. I'd probably get paid better if | did 
wait tables." 


The razor-thin profit margins they all lived off of was a familiar cause of grief to David. His band mates in 
Whitesnake cursed him out regularly for not paying them more; but where was the money to come from? He 
was still in debt to the record company for the last album. David was glad that Tawny was a working actress 
and could afford her own clothes and jewelry, for he could hardly afford to buy her any. 

“Anyway, l'm off. | need to see to Jimmy, he's steamin'." Vivian walked over to help prop Jimmy Bain upright. 


Tawny went to freshen up, so David joined Dio in saying farewells to the Grubers as they made to leave. "Nice 
to meet you," he said, kissing Jennifer on the back of the hand. "Ta-ra!" 


Looking a bit confused by that, Craig patted him on the shoulder and said, "Uh, thanks, you too." 


As they left, David turned to find John Sykes had materialized at his elbow. "What a woman," John said. "I think 
| fancy her." 


David laughed. "She's happily marriedl" 


"So I'll take her from ‘im," said John with a shrug. His cool response drew David up short. He was a lusty 
bastard himself, and had been with more than his share of women on the road -- probably some married 
ones. But David had never callously planned to steal one away from her husband. He could do it, too, thought 
David, giving John a long look up and down. John could take any woman he wanted from any man, and without 


much trouble. 


That night on the tour bus, David woke up with some of Tawny's hair in his mouth. Trying to spit it out as 
discretely as possible, he squirmed out of the bunk they shared and struggled past the sleeping bodies to the 
loo. He emerged to find John Sykes sitting up, staring out the window. 


"What's wrong?" David asked him, coming to sit beside John 


"| ‘ad a nightmare," John told him. "A bad one. | went down in a plane crash, like poor Randy Rhoads. Crash, 


crash, crash. Dashed to pieces." 
"What are the odds of that happening again?" David said. "It was a freak accident." 


‘| want to live forever," John whispered, so that David had to lean in close to hear him. "I don't want to get old 
and die. Just stay young and powerful forever, like a god" The lights from passing cars lit him up, for just 
moments, long enough for the afterimage to be burned into David's retinas. David tried to shake himself, to 


free himself from whatever this spell was. 
"David," John called to him in a hush. David lifted his eyes to look at him. "David, make me.. make me feel." 


As though in a trance, David reached out and touched a strand of John's hair. His fingers got caught in the 
curl and he couldn't pull away. His mouth had gone dry. The sound of their breathing seemed to echo through 


the bus. John was very close, and seemed to be coming closer. 
"David?" Tawny called from their bunk. Her voice sounded sleepy. "David, where are you?" 


John's eyes flashed with rage, and David pulled back at once. For a split second, he actually thought John might 
strike him, but instead, John turned his face back to the window and ignored him. Stumbling back towards their 
bunk, David wondered what that had all been about. What was John trying to do back there? Why was he so 


enraged when Tawny interrupted them? 


True to her name, Tawny curled around him like a cat when he rejoined her in the bunk. David kissed the spot 
between her eyes to make her coo, and tried to drop off back to sleep. When he closed his eyes, it seemed he 


could still see John there, burned into the backs of his eyelids. 


Rock In Rio 


JANUARY I, 1985 
LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA. 


The American tour had concluded just in time for David to jet back home to England for Christmas with his 
mam, dad, and daughter. A whirlwind of carols, lights, and home cooking, and then back on the aeroplane for 


another jaunt across the Atlantic, to spend New Years with Tawny. 


"Oh, goodness," his mam had said when David showed her some of the photos he had taken with John to 
promote the tour. "David, what were you thinking? With that one in the band, you'll never get any of the girls." 


"Thanks, mam," he'd said with an exaggerated sigh. 


David was sleeping off the champagne from the night before, lipstick kisses still decorating his neck and chest, 
when Tawny shook him frantically and said, "Wake up! David, wake up! Your friend from Def Leppard has been 
in a car accident and they think he's going to die!" 


David almost fell out of the bed trying to get up. His heart beat wildly as visions of Joe, mangled in a pile of 
twisted metal, danced through his mind. Of course it would be Joe, David thought as he put on his glasses and 
ran to the living room to see the news program. He lives so fast and so hard Joe, why would you leave me 


now? 


David would never tell a soul, but when the newscaster said "Def Leppard drummer Rick Allen is in critical 
condition after a car accident in--", David collapsed onto the couch in relief. Almost instantly he felt ashamed 


of himself. Poor, poor Rick. He was just a lad. It wasn't fair to him to be relieved just because it wasn't Joe. 
Tawny was near to tears when David assured her that no, Rick wasn't his dearest friend in Def Leppard, but 
that it was still a terrible tragedy and he'd best ring up Joe Elliott as fast as possible. He got on the phone 


and called England long distance, waiting anxiously for the long minutes until Joe took the call. 


"David, | -- | cant even talk right now," Joe said, the anguish plain in his voice. "IFs worse than what theyre 
saying on telly. He's lost his arm, they're reattaching it as we speak" 


‘Our prayers are with you," David assured him. "Please let me know if you need anything." 
Joe was in no state to talk further, so they said their goodbyes and David let him be. The wonders of medical 
science, surely the doctors would reattach Rick's arm and all would be well. Anyway, reasoned David, Def 


Leppard was such an unstoppable force. Nothing would stand in the way of that juggernaut. 


A couple of days later, David and Tawny were dining at a restaurant when the waiter came over and told them 


there was an urgent call for David. He took the call by the bar, only to have John Kalodner say to him, "Pack 
your bags, you and the boys are going to Rio. Def Leppard had to cancel their spot at the Rock in Rio festival on 
account of soul-crushing tragedy, and Whitesnake is stepping in" 


"Goddamn you, man," cursed David. "How did you get this phone number? How do you even know what 
restaurant l'm in?" 


"Boring details," sniffed Kalodner over the phone. "Anyway, Im calling your manager now to book your tickets. Rio, 
baby! 


Whitesnake arrived at the Rio airport, jet-lagged and somewhat bedraggled. 


"We never even sold any bloody records in Brazil," said Cozy as they were being driven to the hotel. "Why the 
‘ell they booked us for this festival is beyond me." 


"Because Whitesnake is the next big thing," John Sykes spoke up suddenly. "It doesn't matter if these Brazilians 


know who we are. In a year or two, everyone will know Whitesnake." 
"You sound mighty sure for a man who's never had a hit album," Cozy sneered at him. 


But nothing Cozy said even flustered John. "We're goin’ to be stars because l'm goin’ to make us stars," he said 
with perfect confidence. 


The show itself was incredible. David had played some big venues before, but standing up high, looking out over 
that sea of humanity, he understand why Led Zeppelin had called their fans ‘the ocean’. They waved and lept, 
hair flying about like flecks of sea foam, they imagined they could understand what he was saying and he 


imagined he could understand what they were saying in return. 


As they came off stage after their set, David complained to the sound engineer, "My in-ear monitor is on the 


blink, | can't hear myself" 


"Oh, izzat the problem?" John said to him, giving him a friendly shove with his elbow. "You were off-key out 
there. Soundin a bit strangled, Dolly." 


"Johnny, let him be," Neil Murray piped up. Neil, who'd been letting his hair grow, was now a sweaty, weary 


mess. "He was singin’ his heart out." 
"He sounds blown out to me," said John. 
"My in-ear monitor wasn't working," David insisted. 


"Neither of you sounded good tonight," Cozy told them, crossing his arms and moving to stand before David 


and John. The roadies had to meekly squeeze past him to move items on and off the stage. "David's voice was 


shot, and John sounds like a meowing cat trynna sing back-up." 
"Ey, fuck off," snapped David. "Cozy, if you're so damn miserable, go ahead and quit then!" 
Cozy frowned. "You tellin’ me to quit, eh?" 


John Sykes laughed at him, a happy peal of laughter. "Go on then, Cozy! Def Leppard has an opening for a 


drummer now." 
Son of a -- David actually shoved John, pushing him back a few steps. "You insensitive bastard!" 


"Fuckin’ ‘ell," said John, looking down at where David had shoved him, as though he couldn't believe it. "Just 
because you and their singer are up each other--" 


"Johnny, stop!" Neil Murray jumped between David and John 


"Shut up!" bellowed Cozy. Even the roadies stopped to gawk. "I quit! That's it, l'm out of Whitesnake. You two 
deserve each other," he said, jabbing a finger first at David and then at John. He then flung his sticks at the 
wall, where they shattered. Satisfied with that, Cozy walked past them and out of their lives. 


The three remaining members of Whitesnake stood in silence, thunderstruck. 
"Well, that just happened,” said Neil at last. 


David cut his eyes at John. For the first time, he wasn't bedazzled by John's beauty. That Def Leppard 
comment had nearly knocked the breath from him. For a moment he considered quitting himself, dissolving 
Whitesnake then and there. But where would he go? He couldn't build his career up from the wreckage a 


second time. It'd nearly killed him the first time, and he'd been a younger and stronger man then. 
"Good," said John, speaking about Cozy. "We're better off without ‘im." 
"Johnny, how are we to replace Cozy?" Neil sounded bewildered. 


"We don't need ‘im and we never did," John told them. "Anyway, the next album's not even written yet. By the 


time we get some music written, we'll ‘ave a new drummer." 


The limousine ride back to their hotel was spent in silence. Neil, who had been sharing a room with Cozy, stuck 
his head in their door and popped it out to report that Cozy had already cleared his suitcase out. He'd even 
taken the little complimentary bar soaps from their shower. David took it on himself to call their manager with 


a report on what had happened. 


They were to leave for France in a few days time, to begin writing the new album. The album they desperately 
needed, the album that would make all this pain and torment worthwhile. It had to. It had to be worth it. 


What was Whitesnake becoming? David asked himself. What sort of chimera would the final form take? 


ls This Love? 


SPRING 1985. 
SOUTH OF FRANCE. 


They arrived in St. Tropez early in the morning, only to be loaded onto a car and taken to the sleepy seaside 
town of Le Rayol, where a villa had been rented for them. This was where their next album would be 


conceived; just as in the conception of a child, it would take long nights, false starts, and passion. 


John Sykes had staked the entire front seat of the car for himself, stretching out and prompting dropping off 
into sleep. Even his hand dangled over the back of his seat, intruding into David's space. Neil Murray was 
sitting ramrod straight, flicking his longish hair out of his eyes. David took pity on him and offered him the 
rubber band that his morning paper had come wrapped in, so that Neil could tie his hair back 


David sat up in his seat, his feet propped up on his luggage, and pretended to read the French newspaper. He 
could only pick out a few words here and there, and with French's propensity towards faux amis, he couldn't 


even be sure he understood that much. The ink seemed to smear, and new words formed themselves: This is 


your last shot. Don’t bungle this one, David. If this album isnt a hit, youre done for. 


"David," John Kalodner called to him from his place up front, riding "shotgun" as he called it, next to the driver. 
"David, listen to this song for me, okay? It's been stuck in my head for days." He popped a tape into the tape 
player, and David was faintly surprised to hear it was his own album, Saints an‘ Sinners, from a few years 
before. The intro was unmistakably "Here | Go Again", a song he'd written with Bernie Marsden, inspired by the 


breakdown of his marriage. 


"You should rerecord this one," Kalodner told him, craning his head to look back at David. "There's something 
there! There's magic in that song, just buried beneath those church organs and bad production" 


"Those ‘church organs’ were played by Jon Lord," retorted David. "His left hand is a miracle worker. Anyway, 
that song is old. And Bernie Marsden will have kittens if | rerecord that one." 


"He'll be kissing your feet once he sees the house this song's royalties will pay for," Kalodner said. "Think about 


it!" 


The villa was two stories, paint peeling off it's sides like blistered skin, and the garden had been left to grow 
wild, so that vines climbed the walls and threatened to pull the place down into a heap. It was made more 
beautiful by the decay, David thought. Even the telephone was the old-fashioned rotary type. As soon as they 
arrived, Neil busied himself making his room more ‘homey’, while John laid down on the couch and went right 


back to sleep. At least he'd shed his boots this time. 


David would liked to have spoken to Tawny, but she was off on a movie set and he knew not to expect a call 


from her for about a week. He settled for calling her number and leaving a message on her answering machine, 
assuring her Whitesnake had arrived safely and that France was lovely. He might have even exaggerated the 


luxuriousness of the villa. 


Once he was satisfied all was in order, Kalodner knocked on the door to David's room and said, "I'm gonna leave 
in a few minutes." 


"Taking your leave of me already?" David asked him. 


"The bus is taking me back to St. Tropez, and then I'm off to America," Kalodner told him. "There's this 


incredible guy in New Jersey called Jon Bon Jovi who needs me." 


"Ah, very well then, go cheat on me with Bon Jovi Bovi or whatever his name is," David teased him. "But don't 


come crawling back to me when he breaks your heart!" 


Kalodner made a show of putting his hand up to his temple and looking distraught. "My heart has and will 
forever belong to your white snake. Believe me." He then walked over to David and patted him on the shoulder. 
"If you need anything, call me." As he went to leave, he slipped the tape of Saints an‘ Simers into David's breast 
pocket, a silent reminder of what they'd talked about earlier. 


David flung a throw pillow at him. "OFF with youl" he said with a cheeky grin, sending Kalodner running from his 
room in a flood of giggles. Once he was gone, David sat on his bed and regarded the tape solemnly. # wont hurt 


fo bring up the idea to the other fellows, he told himself. 

That evening, a sturdy Frenchwoman came from the village to cook them dinner. The lighting in the dining room 
didn't work very well, so she lit a couple of candles and sat them in the center of the table. The warm 
candlelight and creamy French food put everyone in a comfortable mood. 


‘Oi, what have you been workin’ on?" John Sykes asked David over a plate of peas. 


‘I've got some lyrics for a song I've been writing for Tina Turner," David told him. "Aside from that, a few 


turns of phrase and some melodies. l'm sure we can whip something into shape." 


"Do sing us something," Neil prompted him, so after dinner David tried out some of the lyrics and melody he'd 
put together for the Tina Turner song. 


Dhs this love/That Im feelin/ls this true love/Or just another sad affair.. 
"Sgot potential,” said John. "But it needs something.. atmospheric." 
"A good bassline,” Neil piped in. He pulled out his own instrument and in a few minutes had something that 


would get female pelvises swaying the world over. John added some flourishes of his own, and something more 


ornate than what David had originally had in mind started to take shape. 


"Should we be spending time on this one?" David asked them. "This isn't supposed to be a Whitesnake song." 
"Bugger that, it's too good to give away to Tina Turner,” said John. 


"But there's no hard rocking in it," insisted David. "It's a straightforward ballad. Whitesnake songs need a part 
that can be punched up so the band can rock out" 


"John's right, it's too good," said Neil. "And it won't do any harm to let the band just groove a bit." 
What would it hurt? David asked himself. "Is This Love" was as good a song as any that he'd written. Perhaps 


they should record it.. that got David thinking about "Here | Go Again’, so he fetched the tape and played the 
song for Neil and John. 


"Bernie will have kittens," was the first thing out of Neil's mouth. 
"That's what | told John Kalodner!" David said, gesticulating wildly. 


"IF sounds like an English pub song," said John Sykes. "And whoever produced it should be shot. This is the one 
that should be punched up a bit. Knock some of the dust off, make it cleaner. Sexier." 


David tried to go to bed that night, but he was so excited over the progress they'd made that he couldn't 
sleep. He could barely bring himself to lay his head on the pillow. He wanted to run to the studio and put down 
some tracks. He felt sure that they had at least one, possibly two, hit songs. 


Finally giving up on any pretense of sleep, David decided to walk down to the beach for a smoke. Maybe that 
would settle his mind. He gingerly picked his way down the path from the villa, grateful for the light of the full 


moon. The gentle rush of the ocean called to him, inviting him nearer. He sat on a crumbling piece of masonry 


near the beach and fumbled with his lighter. 

Something came splashing out of the water, and David almost dropped his lighter and cigarette in surprise. For 
a mad moment, he imagined Poseidon, the sea-god, had emerged from the waves in human form. A man 
stepped from the ocean and the moonlight shone on the droplet of water falling from his hair. John strode 
towards him, his footprints trailing behind in the sand, resplendent from his nighttime swim. 

He seemed to be waiting for David to say something. 

Youre so beautiful, David thought. Why are you so beautiful and so unknowable? 

"| didn't want to disturb you," David said at last. 


John's eyes gleamed coldly. "So what do you want?" 


He'd asked him this question or one quite like it, some time ago. Don't play innocent, John had told him. But 
David hadn't been innocent in a long, long time. He wasn't some minx and he wasn't -- he had never been -- he 


wasn't playing 


"| should be going," whispered David. He suddenly felt very small and vulnerable out here. At any moment, the 
forces of nature might crush him like they did stones into sand. He stood up and started to make his way back 
to the villa 


"Why do you run from me, David?" John called to him. David stumbled and almost went to his knees. His 
fingers scrambled for purchase on the pathway. A hand touched his elbow, and David let himself be pulled to 
his feet. John stood by his side, steadying him. 


"See what happens when you run from me?" John chided him. "You fell and near to busted your mouth open. 


What are you running from, hmm? What do you think | was goin’ to do?" 


David kept moving forward, John’s grip on his arm feeling less like a helping hand and more like a vise. The villa 
in the distance beckoned him like a refuge. "I don't know," he gasped out. "We can't.. | can't do this..." 


"We can't do wha'?" John's tone was amused, even mocking. "What were we goin’ to do?" 


David's couldn't say it, he couldn't. Suppose he was wrong, suppose he'd been wrong all along and John mocked 


him for his presumption? 


No one wanted you in Purple but me! Ritchie's voice echoed in his mind through the years. A memory came, 
one of the many he'd tried to suppress: David caught red-handed, holding Ritchie's guitar in his lap. He was 
near to pissing himself with fright. His apologies tumbling out in his thick Northern accent, feeling very small 
and unwanted. 


Ritchie hushing him. Æ you want to play if, you need fo hold it properly, he'd said. David was almost sure that's 
what he'd said. More or less. Ritchie sitting behind him, weaving his arms ‘round David. His hands on David's 
hands. This is a bar chord He'd smelled good. He'd filled David's senses. Their hands were touching. 


He's plump and wears glasses, Ritchie had told the others in Deep Purple. The ones who hadn't wanted him. But 
he sings great, and he can diet and put on contacts. 


Ritchie's hands touching his hands. Ritchie's cheek rasping against his cheek. Ritchie's full attention. Ritchie 


hadn't been cross with him. 
NO ONE WANTED YOU IN PURPLE BUT ME! 


David cried out and fell backward, trying to escape John's grip. If he'd cracked his head against a stone, at 
least that would've been an escape. John's arms caught him around his waist, and he lifted him up, easily, as 


though he didn't weigh anything. David flung himself against him, fighting John, fighting Ritchie's memory. The 


sound of the ocean roared in his ears. It wanted to swallow him up. 


He was fighting a battle that he wasn't winning. 


Still of The Night 


SPRING 1985. 
SOUTH OF FRANCE. 
"Whatever is going on out here?" Neil Murray's voice called out to them. 


David twisted in his grip, and John did not so much release him as let him fall to the ground. David struggled 
to rise to his feet; his limbs betrayed him and he felt weak as a newly born kitten 


Neil came down the steps of the villa, wearing his white night robe and even a pair of slippers. "David, are you 


all right?" he asked. "Johnny, why are you wandering about starkers? Whatever is the matter with David?" 


John chose to ignore Neil's line of questioning. He stepped past them both and walked up the path and 
disappeared into the villa Neil helped David to his feet and even brushed some of the dirt off him. 


"| heard you screaming at the top of your lungs, | thought some wild animal had you in its jaws," Neil told him. 


"| was screaming..?" David couldn't remember screaming. He felt as though he'd made hardly more than a peep. 
He swallowed; his throat felt raw. 


"I heard you from inside the villa, | did. You'd best save your voice, y'know, can't be screaming yourself 


hoarse." 


David let Neil help him inside the villa As they passed by John's room, they could hear music playing: "Mama" 
by Genesis, the ominous, almost pagan, drum intro was unmistakable. Neil showed him to his room, and then 
took his leave of him. David turned off the lights, then lay on the bed in the dark, a pillow pressed to his head 
to drown out the sound of Phil Collins’ anguished voice that bled through the wall he shared with John. 


David's voice was still raw the next day, but it was Neil who became ill. A day passed, during which he all but 
lived with his head hung over the toilet. The local medecin declared it food poisoning; Neil decided to recuperate 


across the Channel. 


David and John saw him off at the bus station. "Poor lad," said David, trying to make conversation as they 
walked their way back to the looming, thunderously empty villa. "It's so curious how he took ill. Nothing ever 
tasted tainted to me. We all ate from the same dishes, and you and | are not ill in the least" 


"He'll be back soon enough," John said in reply, which was as much as he'd said in two or three days. "Neil 
wasn't gettin’ any writing done anyway." He squinted his eyes against the blaring sun. "I never liked how he 
always called me Johnny. No one called me that but ‘im." 


David didn't know what to make of that. At the villa, they tried to settle back into writing. David played some 
tapes for John that he hoped might inspire some creativity. Things still weren't quite right between them, but 
not a word was spoken of anything but work -- it was as though that strange night on the beach had never 
happened. That night on the bus never happened. It was all a figment of David's imagination. 


"That there, s‘got potential,” said John one afternoon, while he sat strumming his guitar in the hammock in the 


garden. David was sitting by the tape player, pad and pencil in hand. 


"Oh, that?" David popped out the tape and checked the label. "This is something Ritchie and | were monkeying 
about with, back in ‘14 | think." 


John tried the riff on his guitar. "It sounds bloody titanic. It needs a long middle bit, a sort of Led Zeppelin- 


esque solo, if you know wha' | mean" 


David joined in with a few Robert Plant-inspired oh babies and mamas, but then cut in. "We can't do a take on 
Led Zeppelin 


"Why not? Half their songs they nicked from old blues men," sniffed John. "The other half were about Hobbits. 
Just don't write lyrics about Mordor or smelly little men with big feet, and we'll be right as rain 


David pondered over it. Why not take this gem of a concept and make it into something glorious? He'd always 
loved Led Zeppelin's hard rockers, and Ritchie Blackmore owed him one last great riff. Yes, just one, in gratitude 
of all those years of devotion David had given him. All the nights he'd spent lurking ‘round his door.. 

They tried out a few opening lines, but somehow David kept drifting back to ‘the dark of the night or ‘the stil 
of the night. They found a tempo that would get fingers snapping and began hammering out their next 


masterpiece. 


"What do you think of him?" David asked John later that afternoon, holding up a magazine for him to look at. 


"This is Steve Vai, he's an absolute Paganini on guitar." 

"What of ‘im?" John pulled a face. 

"Whitesnake's always had a twin guitar assault," David started to say, but John cut him off hard and cold. 

I'm not playin’ with another guitar player. 

David frowned at him. Despite the bright sunshine, he felt a chill in the air. "Well, it's not your choice to make." 


John tore the magazine from his hands and flung it to the ground. "I'm not playing with that ponce and that's 
final," he snarled. 


"le had enough of that kind of attitude from Blackmore," David told him. 


"We don't need another guitar player," John said confidently. "You and | can write everything, record everything, 
play everything. If | can figure out how to play a bass and a drum kit with me toes, we wouldn't need anyone 


else." 

David snorted. "All right, all right then" He decided to drop the matter for the time being. He felt sure that 
John would come around to the idea of another guitarist sooner or later. Perhaps he could call Adrian 
Vandenberg.. he'd been a fine fellow. 

They passed several days like this, writing and singing, and David was getting antsy. He'd not heard from Tawny, 
nor from Kalodner, nor even from Neil to let them know he'd made it home safe. David didn't find out why 


until he fumbled his glasses and had to get down and feel for them. By the stand that held the archaic rotary 


telephone, he found an unplugged cord. He went fo John's room and pounded on the door. 
"Wot?" John looked bored 

"How long has the telephone been unplugged?" David demanded to know. 

"Whatever are you on about?" 


"Is unplugged," David said. "It's been unplugged for who knows how many days. No wonder I've not been 


receiving calls." 
John went to shut his door, but David wedged a foot in there to stop him. "Did you do it, John?" 


"You've gone mental.” Now John looked mildly annoyed. "The maid probably unplugged it when she was cleaning 


the place. Get off" 


Something niggled in the back of David's mind. Perhaps the maid did unplug it -- but that didn't feel right to 
him. He straightaway rang up John Kalodner and told him the story. 


"Gosh, David, do you really think he's sabotaging the album? Kalodner sounded perplexed, or maybe it was the 


bad connection. 
"| don't know," admitted David. "But something's not right. It's just not.” 


He then rang up Tawny, who squealed when she heard his voice. "David! | thought you'd dropped off the face of 
the Earth 


"Still on this planet, I'm afraid," David told her. "Listen, love, I'll be back in Los Angeles soon" 


"Ive missed you so much | love you, baby" 


John Sykes came to lean in the doorway, his legs crossed at the ankles. He held an apple in his hand and took a 
bite of it. his blue eyes seemed to pierce David to his core. 


David shook himself a little. "I love you, too,” he whispered. 


Here | Go Again 


SUMMER 1985. 
SOUTH OF FRANCE. 


David woke up to heat so stifling, he felt sick; his sheets were soaked with sweat and he gagged when he 
stumbled to the sink to splash his face with water. For the first time, he missed gloomy Yorkshire's stratus 


clouds that kept off the sun and humidity. 


In just a week's time, they were to leave this villa and return to Los Angeles to begin the arduous process of 
actually recording the album. The thought made David a little dizzy. It all seemed overwhelming: he had so 
many obligations to so many people and everything to lose if this venture failed. 


He stumbled down the steps of the villa into the garden, looking for John. He found him -- John was sprawled 
out on his belly on the lawn, shirtless and wearing only a thin pair of white trousers rolled up to the knee. 
Rainbows danced around him, reflecting in the spray of the sprinklers. John's hair fell about his face in wet, 


heavy ringlets, and his white trousers were soaked through. When he saw David, he rose to his feet: 


"l, err," David tried to say, but caught himself. "| came to ask if you'd made any progress on those lyrics for 


‘Don't Turn Away." 

"Izzat all" John's voice was flat and almost annoyed. 

The sprinkler trilled as it reversed course, and David had to dance backwards to keep from being sprayed. John 
stood firm, water pouring from his limbs. He must be the only man in the town that wasn't dripping wet with 
miserable, humid sweat. David could feel spots breaking out on his own body as he perspired Had John ever 
been gawky or spotty? He couldn't imagine it. 

"Writing lyrics is what we're here for, after all," David said. 


"Are we, though?" John asked. 


Trying to change the subject to a more comfortable one, David said, "Neil's to join us tomorrow. He's well 


recuperated, he says." 
"Do you really think it will matter? Do you?" John shook his head. "David, come ‘ere." 


For some reason, that request made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. "No," said David, softly. "l 


won't come any nearer." 


"How'm | to sing you the new lyrics if you won't come nearer to me?" 


"| don't need to be by your side to hear them," David told him. He took a step back. John could sing; John could 


sing quite well. His heel bumped against a step, and David turned and ran back inside the villa 


Inside, as though possessed by some madness, David didn't know what to do with himself. He couldn't eat, for it 
was too hot. He daren't go back outside, where John was. He couldn't return to bed and lay in his sweat-soaked 
sheets. He found himself snatching up the phone. David's fingers felt numb as he put in a number he hadn't 
dialed in so, so long. The act felt unreal, as though he were watching someone else ringing the number. 


"Who is it? It was him. This number still worked. He hadn't heard that voice since 1980. David's throat went 


dry. His lips tried to form words but no sound would come out. The dizziness returned. 


"David, izzat you” How did Ritchie know it was him? This couldn't be happening. He was dreaming this. "/f you 
need my help, youll have to say something" 


David managed a squeak. 
"Cat got your tongue” Ritchie's mood was indiscernible over the phone. David imagined his owlish face, his 


mouth set in a pinch. "Since you cant ask me for my help, youre going to have to save yourself" The line went 


dead. 


David felt numb all over. He couldn't believe he'd actually called Ritchie -- and couldn't speak to him. He 
dropped the phone back on the receiver and made it down the hall to draw a bath. He stripped himself naked 
and lay in the cool water, blessedly cool at last. He felt his mind clearing, and he turned over these fears and 
anxieties in his head, trying to perceive them as they were. David felt as though he were trying to discern 
details on an image through blinding light and glare. 


Why did | ring up Blackmore. What was | thinking! Why did | run from John.. why did I. 


He dozed off in the tub, and woke some time later to find himself still laying in very cool water. Sitting up, 
David wiped at his face, trying to orient himself to time and place. 


The door to the bathroom creaked as it opened. John Sykes entered and knelt by the tub. David stared at him, 
dumbfounded. 


"David," John started to say, and something shifted in his expression, as though he'd made up his mind to do 


something. "Kiss me, David." 
‘|-- how --" David starmmered. 
"Kiss me," John said again, more forcefully. "| know you've been wanting it” His penetrating stare was merciless. 


David found himself leaning forward, tilting his head so that their mouths could meet. John grasped him by the 


hair and pulled him closer to him, crushingly closer, and David moaned into the kiss. What are you doing! some 


part of his mind cried forlornly. David felt himself lifted up and swept away, tempest-tossed, lost to reason. 
Water spilled over the edge of the tub as John almost climbed in on top of him. 


Their last few days in France were spent in a blur. David and John never spoke of anything but business; Neil, 
when he returned, seemed to know something was going on but wisely kept his head down and said nothing. 
When he was on the phone with Kalodner, discussing the studio booked for the recording, David almost blurted 
out what had happened, but something stopped him. He couldn't put it into words. No matter how much he 
wanted to, he couldn't say it. 


The bus came to pick them up for the return trip to St. Tropez. David and Neil were dressed and had their 
luggage packed. No sign of John, so David took it on himself to go to John's room and fetch him. 


"We'll be late if you don't come on," David said as he stepped into John's bedroom to find John standing by the 
bed, where his open suitcase lay. As David watched, John took out all his clothes from the suitcase, shook 


them out, refolded them, and packed them again. 


"Its not right, its not," John muttered, more to himself than to David it seemed. Again, he removed everything 


in the suitcase and shook it out again. 
Perplexed, David asked, "Would you rather | packed it for you?" 


"I can do it meselfl” John roared at him. David actually took a step back. John's sudden anger over something 


so trivial was shocking. 


"John," said David after watching John refold his laundry for the second time. "If it's such a bother, just 


abandon these things here. If it means something to you, we'll have the maid mail it to your home in England.” 


"| haven't got a home," John said, flipping the suitcase over and dumping his belongings on the floor. He knelt 
and began refolding them once more. 


"Whatever do you mean, you haven't got a home?" John never talked about his home life. David half-thought 
he hadn't been born of a man and a woman, but had sprung forth fully-formed, young and beautiful. 


John was shaking his head. "I was livin’ with Phil," he explained. "I've got nowhere to put anything but for his 
house." 


"Well, then, we can arrange for it to be mailed to Phil,” said David. He crouched beside John on the floor and 
began helping John refold his clothing. They put the items back into the suitcase and this time John closed and 
latched it, seemingly satisfied at last. 


"No, this is good," said John. "I can't bear to go back home to Phil. | can't bear to see what's become of him. He 


makes like he's clean but he's not. He's lyin’. Scotty's just as dirty as ‘im. They think they've got everyone 
fooled, but they don't" 


David wished he could tell him that Phil Lynott and Scott Gorham would get well and everything would surely 
be all right one day, but he knew that probably wasn't true. It hadn't been all right for Tommy Bolin. He 
decided not to say anything at all; John Sykes was not one to take empty platitudes gratefully. David helped him 
carry his luggage to the bus and at last, they got on the road. Neil chatted amiably with the bus driver as 
they were bumped and bounced down the road to St. Tropez, but somehow his voice sounded very far away, 
like a shout being swallowed by a canyon. David stared out the window and tried not to jump out of his skin 
when he felt John's hand touch his where it lay on the seat between them. John's fingers rested in the 


grooves of his knuckles. 


John slept like the dead the entire way across the Atlantic. They landed in New York, and John roused himself 
long enough to piss, eat, and change planes. Then they were winging their way to Los Angeles, John out cold 
while David couldn't sleep. He was too excited to see Tawny again, he told everyone. 


Truth be told, it wasn't just Tawny David was looking forward to. David wanted out of this strange trance he 
was under when he was around John Sykes; he could take no more of the way nothing felt real, how he wasn't 


ever sure what had happened and what hadn't because none of it was ever spoken of. 


Tawny was waiting for them at the gate. David swept her up into his arms and kissed her; her lips felt like a 
stranger's lips. They broke their kiss and she wrapped her arms around his neck and held him tight. Over her 
shoulder, he could see John Sykes staring at them, his eyes fairly blazing. 


Looking for Love 
OCTOBER 1985. 
VANCOUVER, CANADA. 


"David? David, there's a problem." That was his producer, Mike Stone, paging him on the intercom. David exited 


the recording booth and went into the engineering room, where Mike and John Sykes were waiting for him. 

If mixing an album was a sort of alchemy, Mike Stone was proving to be the mad wizard stirring the cauldron. 
He'd come highly recommended -- Mike had produced some of those monster albums for Journey and Asia -- 
but he'd insisted on Whitesnake moving to dreary Vancouver to record, a place that left a wet cough in David's 
lungs that never seemed to go away. 


There were other issues with Mike Stone, as well. 


"Listen to this," said John Sykes, and at his signal, Mike Stone obediently hit playback. As "Is This Love?" began, 
David made a horrifying discovery. 


‘Its out of tune," David whispered. The song went on, like a nightmare, until mercifully silenced by Mike Stone. 
He wiped at the sweat on his brow. "H's all out of tune, every bit of it” 


"You're singin’ like you got one foot in the bleedin grave," John told him. 
David turned on him. "I've come down with a bit of a cold. | just need some rest and I'll be right as rain" 
"You need to lay off the damn cognac every night," John said. "Its not doin’ you any favors." 


Mike Stone pushed his eyeglasses up his nose bridge and looked up at John. "Let him go to the doctor, John. 
He's probably a wee bit ill" 


The door to the engineering studio cracked open, and Aynsley Dunbar stuck his head in. "Are we done for the 
day, gentlemen?" he asked. 


"He's done, that's for sure," said John, and he pushed past Aynsley and went off down the hallway. Mike Stone 


skittered from his chair and went running after him, like a loyal dog. 


Aynsley cut his eyes at John and Mike, then turned back to David, who was still hunched over the mixing 


board, staring at the knobs and buttons as though he could make sense of this somehow. 


"David," Aynsley said very evenly. "I said when | joined this outfit that everything was all right by me, so long 


as whatever is between the two of you doesn't interfere with the band." 


"There's... nothing.. between us," David said lamely. 


Aynsley wore a look on his face like he was insulted David expected him to believe that. He shut the door and 
left David there alone. 


David went back to his hotel, called to make a doctor's appointment then took a hot shower. He felt chilled to 
the bone, his lungs heaved and fought for air, and the awful recording session for "Is This Love?" had left him 
drenched in sweat, and it was not a difficult song to sing. How was he going to get through "Still of the Night" 
if he couldn't even sing "Is This Love?" in tune? He collapsed on his bed and waited for Tawny to call. Even 
when they didn't really talk about anything significant, hearing her voice helped ease his worried mind. 


He was three million dollars in debt, and he couldn't finish the album that was supposed to solve everything. 
For the first time, David regretted playing the band leader: he had never made a real friend of Neil Murray, 
and if he had, he might have confided in him. Neil, above anyone else, would understand. But they'd never had 
that sort of rapport and it was far too late to cultivate such. 


A knock at the door, and John's voice: "Open up." 


David roused himself and opened the door, almost stumbling over as John burst in on him. "Whats this you're 
wearing, a kimono?" John laughed at him as he plucked at the sleeve. "Off with it" 


David pushed him off. "I think Aynsley knows about us." 


That gave John pause. "And what does he know?" He kissed the soft spot right below David's jaw that made 
him gulp. 


David felt himself begin to shake again. "That we're lovers." 
John nipped at his ear. "Are we lovers, David? Izzat what we are?" 


David was definitely shaking now. Were they lovers? Did he, by any definition of the word, love John? Well, he 
hardly knew John. He was overwhelmed by John's beauty and lustiness, and in a more perfect world, David 
would have wanted everyone to know that he had someone like John sharing his bed. He was like a work of art, 
a fantasy lover. He didn't listen to John breathing over the phone, like he did Tawny; he could hardly imagine 
John falling asleep with his head on David's shoulder on long plane rides, as Julia had, once upon a time; they 
would never give kisses to one another's top lip and then bottom lip, like leaving a signature, as had Glenn and 


Tommy long long ago when the world was younger and better. 
"Well, aren't we?" David turned the question around on John. "Aren't we lovers?" 


John gave him a look that seemed equal parts fondness and mockery. 


The phone rang; David rolled out of John's grasp, sprawling across the mattress and pressing the receiver to 
his ear. "Ello, luv," he said when he heard Tawny's voice. 


She had just begun to tell him about her day when the line went dead. John had pushed down the hook. 
"Damn youl" David swung the phone receiver at him. "The hell do you think you arel!" 

John shoved him back, and David, feeling weak as a kitten, could hardly keep up a fight. The phone clattered to 
the floor, tunelessly humming. "I don't want to hear you talk to her," said John. "I don't want women getting in 
the way." His mouth fell into a pout. "I tire of them, sometimes. Women. Their hair and lace. Their lingerie 
starts to remind me of scales." 


David was speechless for a moment. "Get out," he said at last. "You're mad. Utterly mad. Get out!" 


"David," John tried a conciliatory approach, but David kicked at him furiously, getting in a satisfying blow that 
knocked John off the edge of the bed. 


"Get out!" roared David, wincing from the pain in his throat. God, we've both gone mad, he thought. 


John rose from the floor, shaking his mane of hair as though to clear his head. "This isn't over, David," he said 
through gritted teeth. He glowered at him, and for a moment, David thought he might actually come to blows 
with him. But then John turned and stalked out of the hotel room. 


Alone at last, David panted for some minutes, trying to regain control of himself. He sat the phone back on the 


hook, and almost at once it rang again "Ello?" he asked. 


"David It was Tawny again. "We got cut off suddenly. Ive been trying to call back for the past several minutes 
Are you okay” 


David wanted to tell her everything. He wanted to pour it all out -- this insanity with John, someone who had 
some hold on his body and his soul and his mind -- pour it all out until he was an empty vessel that could 
begin anew. But he faltered. He didn't know where to start. He couldn't bear it should she turn from him in 


horror. 
"l'm all right, luv," he managed, suppressing a cough. "It's a bad conection, is all." 


David went to the doctor, who stuck a flashlight in his mouth, declared it was a sinus infection, and gave him 


antibiotics. Having rested a couple days, David ventured back to the studio. 


He found Mike Stone sprawled on the floor, his tie askew and a bottle of whiskey spilling out across the floor. 
A puddle of the whiskey was soaking the corner of Mike's shirt. He was sobbing pitifully. 


David crouched down next to him. "Mike, come on, tell me what's wrong." 

"Is John," moaned Mike. "He wants.. fifty guitar tracks! So many guitar tracks! And harmonizers and.. and 
every sort of toy. | can't make him happy. | just can't. Not money nor sex nor drugs.. nothing can buy his 
happiness." He sat up with some help from David, took the whiskey bottle by the neck and took a pull from it. 


Neil Murray walked in, saw the scene, and his jaw fell. 


"If you see John," said Mike, tugging at David's sleeve. "Tell him come back I'll do it for him. I'll record 
everything the way he wants it, | will Tell him.. tell him.." He dissolved into hiccoughs. 


“That's it," declared Neil. "I'm going home to England. | can't take this drama." 


"Neill" David started, but Neil fled the room, leaving him with the drunk and crying Mike Stone. 


Give Me All Of Your Love 


DECEMBER 1985 
VANCOUVER, CANADA. 


"So, old chap, | was hoping you'd be interested in recording the keyboards for the new album," David said over 
his plate of duck confit. He was out at a restaurant on this snowy Canadian evening the day after Christmas 


to woo a potential new band member: Don Airey. 


Don Airey, lately of Jethro Tull and before that, Rainbow and Ozzy Osbourne, had sparkling eyes that seemed 
magnified by the spectacles he was wearing. "But is there going to be an album, David?" he asked, before taking 
a bite of his own salad. "I have to ask the hard questions, I'm sorry. Word in the industry is that Whitesnake is 


six months behind in the recording process." 


"There've been some.. setbacks,” conceded David. Our producer is a tosspot who drinks himself blind over John 
John is a perfectionist who records track after track after track and isn’t satisfied Neil won't take my calls. And L. 


lm.. 
"They tell me you can't sing anymore," said Don gently. 
"Who?" David demanded to know. "Who says that?" 


"Neil Murray told Gary Moore, Gary told lan Paice, lan told Jon Lord, and Jon told me," Don explained. "I need to 


know. Is this true? Is there any band and any album to be part of?" 


"IIl have you know that I'm to have surgery on my sinuses in a week's time," David told him. "I'll shortly be 


right as rain, and you can go tell that to Gary, lan, Jon, Neil, and anyone else who'll listen" 
"David," said Don, "your hands are trembling." 


David startled a little when he looked down at his hand to find his wine about to spill over the rim of his cup. 


He sat the cup down and clasped his hands between his legs to keep them warm. 


Don waited for him to settle down, and then said, "| want you to know that | think you're sensational, and 
always have been And John Sykes is a genius on guitar. Absolute bloody genius. | want to be part of the 


album, just as soon as you get well. Are we all right?" 


David nodded mutely. What was wrong with him? He'd never felt such pressure on him in all his life. Even being 
plucked from obscurity to front Deep Purple hadn't left him in such a state as this; David felt hollow and 
desperate, his nerves frayed. He couldn't falk to anyone honestly about it. Tawny, he couldn't talk to, because 
he couldn't confess to her about him and John. Joe Elliott, be couldn't talk to, because David wouldn't be yet 


another burden laid on Joe's young shoulders. 


Talking to John Sykes about it was unthinkable -- like expecting a mouse to have a talking-to with the snake 
currently crushing the life from it's small body. 


The waiter dropped off their check, and David was able to tell him, "Thank you, gargon" As he reached for the 
check, Don batted his hand away. 


Its quite all right," Don assured him. "I know how things are for you. I've got this one." 
"| can't let you--" 


"| said, I've got this one." Don paid and they went to leave. They were shrugging into their coats in the lobby 


when something on the radio caught David's attention. 

"Can you turn that up, please?" he asked the maitre-D. 

bzzzzt --Lynott of Thin Lizzy was found unconscious in his home. Reports say-- 
"God, are they talking about that poor Phil Lynott fellow?" Don Airey wondered. 


"| need to get back to the hotel," David said, and he and Don hailed a cab and took off. As they let him out at 
the hotel, Don called out to him: 


"Let me know if you need anything!" 


But David had already run into the hotel and was pushing the button for the elevator. Within minutes, he was 
at John's door, rapping furiously. 


"John! John!" 


The door opened, and John stood before him, his eyes red-rimmed and a little mad. One look at him, and David 


knew that he knew. 


"He might yet recover--" David started to say, before John yanked him into the room and slammed the door 


behind them. 
An open suitcase lay on John's bed, clothes haphazardly thrown here and there. The curtain was half torn 
from its rod, as though John had vented his fury on it. John stomped over to the suitcase and began zipping 


it shut. His mouth was set in a thin line. 


‘Ive already called and booked meself a ticket back to England," John said. 


"So you can be by his bedside," said David. 


"So | can belt ‘im one! When he wakes up, that is. Phil thinks he can treat me like this, scare me half to death." 


John's voice rose with passion. "Well, he can't! | won't stand for it!" 


He flung the suitcase to the floor with a thud "He can't lead me to the edge and then leave me there all 


alone!" 


John pounded his fists against the bed, overcome by the intense, warring emotions within him. He was like a 
wild thing -- contorted by a pain he'd never fathomed. David, who was already at his breaking point, felt faint 


from watching him rampage. 


At last, he caught John by his wrists and held him fast. "Listen to me! There's nowt you can do for him right 
now. Breathe, John. Breathe." 


John did not fight him; he let David lower them both to the bed "He hurts -- hurts me so -- | hate that he 
has -- has such power over me," he gasped out. Once David released him, he raised a trembling hand to his 


face and stared in disbelief at the wetness on his fingertips. "Am | crying?" 


For a moment, David was not here and now. Now was ten years ago, and here was Glenn Hughes's house in 
England, where David had held Glenn down and kept him from doing something rash. "He's dead! The lights have 
gone out! The stars have grown cold!" 


Shaking himself, David returned to this place and time. "There's nothing shameful in crying. You're human, after 


all." 

John collapsed onto the bed, and David found himself curled around him. John felt very cold, and smaller than 
he should've been. David felt the warmth bleeding from his own body into John, felt the very life flow from 
him into John. 


They fell into an exhausted sleep, and it was many hours later that David was roused by the sensation of a 
hand combing through his hair. "John?" he whispered through parched lips. 


"Its me, David. Its me." The voice was.. wrong. Not unfamiliar, but not the right John. 
John Kalodner was sitting on the edge of the bed, gently stroking David into wakefulness. David sat up, smacking 
his lips. The room was still a mess, but the suitcase -- and John Sykes -- were gone. "Where did he go?" he 


asked Kalodner. 


‘lm pretty sure Sykes is on an airplane back to England," Kalodner told him. "I heard the news about Phil Lynott 
yesterday afternoon and headed straight up from Los Angeles, hoping to catch him." 


David was grateful that Kalodner didn't ask him why he was laying in John Sykes’ bed, his clothes still on He let 


Kalodner help him to the bathroom where David rinsed his mouth out at the tap and splashed his face with 
water. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and grimaced. God, he looked like hell. 


Kalodner stayed with him the next couple of days. Kalodner was driving him to the doctor's office for his 
surgery when the news of Phil Lynotts death came over the radio. 


"Oh," said David, and then he gulped. "God, John will be wild. There'll be no handling him." 
"Just concentrate on recovering from your surgery," Kalodner told him. "I'll do what | can for Sykes." 


"Don't leave me alone with him," David said in a rush. "Please. When he comes back, promise me you will, too. | 
can't be left alone with him." 


Kalodner gave him an odd look but said, "Okay, sure." 
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David gratefully returned to his suite at the Mondrian Hotel, feeling drained, small, and quite unsure of the 
future. His band, such as it were, had all returned to England -- he had no money left to keep them on 


retainer. 


Aynsley, Neil, and John made no secret of their displeasure, but what could David do? As it was, Kalodner had 
to spot him so that David could pay his car insurance. 


As for Kalodner, he and David had quarreled that morning, when David's scheduled recording session with 


producer Ron Nevison had gone all pear-shaped. 
"| can't sing for that man, | can't," David had said. 


First, you're sick, so you can't sing. Then you don't like the microphones. Now you don't like the producer. 
What do | have to do to get you to finish recording this album!" Kalodner had actually shaken his fist at the 
sky, as though challenging a remote and unjust god. 


"| need Birchy," David had told him, referencing Martin Birch, the producer for his old Deep Purple and 
Whitesnake albums. "He's the only producer | can sing for." 


| can't get you Martin Birch." Kalodner had leveled with him. "I just fired him off his dream project, and now 
he's not taking my phone calls. | can get you Keith Olsen." 


Keith Olsen! "I'd rather stick with Mike Stone." 
"Where the hell is Mike, anyway? He's not taking my calls, either." 


"He flew back to England to chase after John Sykes," David told him. John had refused to return to America 
after Phil Lynott's funeral. He mailed them tape after tape of guitar tracks, and even seeing John’s name and 


return address written on the envelopes made David's heart leap into his throat. 


"David." Kalodner got a very serious look on his face. "| want you to be honest with me. What is going on 


between Mike Stone and John Sykes?" 


"l'm sure | don't know, and I'm sure | don't want to know," David had told him, which was the truth so far as 
he was concerned. He didn't know if Mike and John were lovers (nothing would surprise him at this point) but 


he knew Mike's obsession with John was all-encompassing. 


Back at his hotel room, David admired the skyline and checked his mail while waiting for Tawny to call. An oddly 
shaped package had arrived for him, decorated with stamps and postmarks that proclaimed it from Canada, 
Some things left behind at the old studio, no doubt. David opened it to find a guitar case. Well, this must belong 
fo John, thought David, as he unlatched it. He imagined it was forgotten in John's rush to be by Phil Lynotts 


side, all those months ago. 


There was no guitar in the case, just some cords and random bits of electronics. He was about to latch it up 
when he noticed a bit of the plush interior seemed to be folded back. He plucked at it with his fingers and 
found the whole thing could be peeled back to reveal an inner compartment, containing nothing but letters. Love 


letters, perhaps, from some winsome Canadian beauties. He pulled one out and held it up to the light: 
David Coverdale, care of Geffen was written on the envelope. The return address was somewhere in Holland. 


Why in the world did John Sykes have a guitar case containing letters addressed to David? Confused, David slit 
the letter open and pulled it out. It was dated from the fall of last year, and the first line was: Dearest David, | 


write to you to say | will come see you soon. 
It was signed, in a magnificent flourish, ADRIAN VANDENBERG. 


David felt a cold sweat break out across his body. A reality was setting in around him that he could hardly 
bear to face. He pulled out the handful of other letters, each one dated one month after the last. The last was 


from December. 


Dearest David, | think my English is no good That is why you do not write back Please | beg of you to call my 


manager. | will come fo you in Canada or in America anywhere. It is my only dream. 


David found himself sitting on the floor, the letters in his lap, going over and over each one. John had kept 
these letters from him -- intercepted each one and hidden it away, so that David would never know Adrian 
had been trying to contact him. The truth was like a hard slap in the face. All of this scheming.. for what? 
What had John been trying to achieve? 


The phone rang. Tawny asked him how he was, and David had to ask her, "Darling, there's something | need to 


take care of. Can | call you back tomorrow? | promise I'll explain’ 


David dragged himself into the bathroom and washed his face. He patted his skin dry and faced himself in the 
mirror, really faced himself for the first time in what felt like years. He hardly recognized the man he saw 
looking back at him. He didn't see the cocksure young fellow who headlined the greatest rock band in the world 
at Calam. He didn't see the man who had once punched Ritchie Blackmore in the face for daring to put his 
hands on him. 


He felt as though he'd been whittled down to almost nothing. His world had receded to a tiny point of light: 
John Sykes had invaded his world, filled the negative space surrounding him. 


He thought of Adrian's letters. He thought of the time John had hung up on Tawny when David was on the 
phone with her. He thought of Mel's broken arm, and how John had fallen on it. He thought of poor Mike Stone, 


drinking himself into a stupor over John. 


David had lost himself along the way, but he was going to set it right. He was going to take his life back. He 


looked at the man in the mirror and promised himself this. 


He started by getting back on the phone, and calling the record company to ask someone to put him in touch 
with Adrian Vandenberg. The fellow had waited long enough for a response. 


He was a bit taken aback that Adrian called him back within three hours. God, what time was it even in 


Europe? But Adrian sounded cheerful, giddy even 

"David! Oh, it is you, it is you | hear your voice! this is a dream. Do you need me now 

"Yes," David found himself saying, a little in awe of himself. "Yes, | need you." 

"Then | am coming fo youl | will be on airplane tomorrow. Believe me, David | will come with my guitar’ 


"l'Il pick you up from the airport," said David, and he felt almost lightheaded. He felt the first link in the chains 


around him snapping. 
It felt like being reborn. 


True to his word, Adrian Vandenberg made it to Los Angeles within 48 hours. He was so exhausted that David 
helped him into the car (no small feat, considering Adrian was quite a bit bigger than him) and drove him back 


to the hotel to let him recuperate on David's couch. 
Adrian lay on the couch for some time, fighting sleep, clasping David's hand in his own and gently squeezing it. 


"We will be together now, yes?" he asked over and over. "| have come so far. | know John Sykes is Whitesnake's 


guitar-player. | must play with you, too." 


David tried his best to console him, speaking in low, liquid tones until Adrian's eyelids began to flutter. "Yes, 
Adrian, We're going to have something beautiful. I'm going to show you the world. As far as we can go. I'm 


going to take you to the very pinnacle." 


You'll see that | have magic of my own, David thought to himself as Adrian at last succumbed to exhaustion. /m 
going to make John Sykes disappear. 
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David was enjoying his morning cup of tea and the newspaper when the knock came at the door. Adrian made it 


to the door first, and the bulk of him blocked the view of the visitor from David's sight. 
"Where the 'ell is he?" 


Instantly, David was alert as a fox. He rose from his chair and cinched his belt around his waist a bit more 


tightly. In a couple of strides he crossed the room to the front door. 

Adrian kept himself firmly planted between them. His face was guarded and stormy. John Sykes, however, was 
not really looking at either David or Adrian, but staring at a spot vaguely past Adrian's shoulder. His chin was 
thrust out petulantly. He was wearing blue jeans and a cut-off t-shirt, looking so good that it almost hurt to 
look directly at him. 


"John," said David in his most even tone. "There's been some changes made." 


"I got that impression," John snapped out before David even finished speaking. "Listen, it's time you stopped 


foolin’ around and we got back to business." 
"Adrian's in the band now," David said. "He plays guitar for Whitesnake." 


John made as though to step inside, and Adrian moved to block him. "No, you do not come in," Adrian told him. 
"Not until David says so." 


"| won't play games with you like this," said John. "| won't do it, David" With that, he turned on his heel and 
disappeared back down the hallway. 


Shutting the door behind him, Adrian turned to David. "He is gone?" 


"No, that'll not be the last I'll see of him," said David with a shake of his head He daren't hope that John would 


let him go so easily. 
He related the story to Tawny over lunch later that day. 


"So what are we going to do about the music video?" Tawny asked him, referring to the plans to film a music 


video for ‘Still of the Night in January. "I mean, is John Sykes going to be in it or what?" 


"No, no," said David. "Adrian will mime along, and as for the rest of the band, | suppose we'll think of something 


by then" 

"John's the only one that's come back from England?" 

David sighed and took a bite of his poached eggs. "I think we can safely say that Aynsley Dunbar isn't 
returning at this point. And Neil's back to playing some pub rock with some old mates of his, so he's not likely 
to rejoin" 

Under the table, he felt Tawny's foot gently caress his ankle, and he smiled at her over his club soda. 
"Whatever happens, | want you to know that l'm in, and l'm in deep," she told him. 


"Luv, you can't imagine how happy | am to hear that," David told her. 


That evening, he was in bed at his hotel suite thumbing through a book when the phone rang. David picked it 
up and said, "Ello?" 


"Meet me on the rooftop" John Sykes. 


David went still, then his eyes darted around, as though expecting to find John peeking through his window. 
"Why should |?" he managed at last. 


"Because | want fo talk there, said John. "What do you have fo fear? You think HI push you over the edge” 
David growled under his breath. "I'll be there in twenty minutes.’ 


He dressed and crept from his room. Adrian was in the living room, standing before his easel, so engrossed in 
his work that it was nothing for David to tiptoe past him and out the door. As he headed up to the roof, he 
asked himself why he'd acquiesced to John's request. What good would it do to talk to him? Perhaps David just 
needed to have it out with him. Or perhaps (and David hated to admit this) he hoped deep down that John 
would admit to all his misdeeds and beg for forgiveness. That they could somehow forge something good from 


all this wrongness. 
David was a sentimental fool sometimes. 


He found John waiting for him. John was leaning on the railing, the warm updrafts making his blond hair float 


around his face. He turned when he heard David approach; he was wearing sunglasses with reflective lenses. 
Its a bit late at night for those, don't you think?" David asked. 


"| don't like to be dazzled by the bright lights," said John. He did not seem frantic or desperate at all. David's 


hopes for a tearful plea for forgiveness evaporated. 


"| found the letters," David said, thrusting his hands into his pockets. "The letters Adrian sent, the letters you 


hid from me." 


"And now you've gone and made a bloody stupid mistake," said John. "Put Adrian back on a plane and be done 


with it" 
"He's not going anywhere." David held firm. 


"You don't really think itll work, do you? Think you can replace me with ‘im? Think no one'll know the 
difference?" A hint of scorn colored John's voice. "Listen, I've had the most hellish year of me life. You'll not go 


and make it even worse." 


Despite the warm night's air, David felt himself begin to tremble. "I lost myself for some time. | began to think 
| was nothing without you. But now | see that was just your poison I'm myself again and you'll not have your 


way with me anymore." 

John approached him, running a hand along David's collar, fingering the topmost button before popping it open 

David fought the urge to flinch away. "Does he do this for you?" John murmured, leaning in close to brush his 
lips to David's neck. "Does he take you apart like | did? Does he give you what you've been wanting? What you 


can't admit to needing?" 


David steeled himself, then heaved John off him with a shove. "Did you do this in all your bands, John? Did you 
do this to Phil Lynott?" 


At that, John actually flew at him, grabbing David and slamming him against the stair bulkhead. "Keep his name 


out of your damn mouth!" 

David broke his grip and shoved him back. "You are poison" With that, he made to go back downstairs. 

John grasped him by the elbow, but this time, without violence. Instead, he pressed his sunglasses to David's 
chest. "I wish you could see things the way | see them," he said, and something glittered in his eyes 


suspiciously like tears. 


David fled back down the stairs to his apartment. Adrian looked up curiously as he slammed and latched the 


door. 
"| didn't hear you go out," he said to David 


David went to wipe his brow, and only then realized he was still holding the sunglasses John had given them. 


Their mirrored lenses caught and held his image in their shiny surfaces. 


For a moment, as he looked into his reflection suspended in those lenses, David felt a pang of guilt. He knew 


John Sykes was still mourning Phil Lynott, and likely would mourn him for the rest of his life. Firing him from 
Whitesnake was another blow raining down on the man. But then, had John felt guilt over any of the 
questionable things he'd done to David and the others? David put those emotions aside firmly. He could not risk 
letting John weasel his way back into his life and his band just because David felt sorry for him. 


John Kalodner called him the next morning and asked him to come to the Geffen headquarters for an "urgent" 
matter. David came in and sat down on Kalodner's opulent, white leather lounge chairs that never had a stain 


on them no matter what. Kalodner sat before him, a troubled look on his face. 
‘I've got to level with you," Kalodner told him. "I got a call this morning, from Mike Stone and John Sykes." 
"You did?" 


"I did" Kalodner inhaled sharply through his nose. "John Sykes informed me that you cannot sing anymore, that 
you cannot finish the album, and that we need to jetison you from Whitesnake and go on without you." 


"Jetison me! | am Whitesnake!" David felt faint. 


"David, I'm not a fool. | know what's been going on" Kalodner looked a little pained. "I know there's been some 


internal struggle over the band. And this is Sykes' last ditch effort to seize control from you." 


"So what now?" asked David after a minute. "Are you going to do whatever is in your considerable power to 
jetison me from my own band?" 


"No, because that would be fucking stupid of me. There's been a lot of setbacks, but your vocals have been 
coming along just fine these last few weeks. My career is riding on this Whitesnake album, I'm not pulling 
funding now when we're so close." Kalodner raised one finger, swaying it to and fro like a conductor's baton. 
"That still leaves us with the dilemma of what to do about John Sykes. | will admit, | thought he was essential 
to this project. He has the musical chops and frankly, the man is so good-looking, l'd suck his daddy's dick just 
to get a taste of where he came from." 


David was speechless. 


"However, we're going to have to fire John Sykes," Kalodner went on. "And while we're at it, we might as well 
fire everyone else. Dunbar, Murray, just clean house. Start fresh. The album is basically finished. We still need 
a guitar solo for ‘Here | Go Again’, but maybe Vandenberg can record something. As for the music video, I've 


got this concept.. the ultimate rock band! | mean, real rock 'n roll heroes..." 
The next day, David went down to the studio to go over details with Keith Olsen, who was producing the album 
now. Kalodner was busy making phone calls back at his office, making his fantasy band into reality. And David, 


he just wanted to work on his vocals one more time. 


Even as he was hashing things out with Keith, it didn't quite feel real. David had been living in the shadow of 


John Sykes for so long, that being free of him seemed unthinkable, almost a little frightening. But he was afire 
with new resolve. Never again would he be afflicted with someone else's poison. David was never going to allow 


anyone to make him feel small, ever. 


He was getting into his car when a pair of hands rapped at his window. "What are you doing to me?!" screamed 


John Sykes at him. His face was distorted with rage. 
"Get off," David said, trying not to look startled or alarmed. John seemed absolutely rabid. 
"You can't do this to me! You can't have Kalodner fire me with a phone call!" 


‘Oh, you're one to talk!" David shot back. "You and Mike Stone went behind my back to Geffen, tried to fire me 


out of my own band!" 


"You're nothing without me," snarled John. He pounded at David's window. "You pathetic old wannabe, you'll crash 
and burn!" 


"Someone else once said that to me," said David. "But he doesn't say it anymore" With that, he put the car 
into reverse and got the satisfaction of seeing John stumble and almost fall onto his face. He watched John 
stand in the parking lot of the studio, red-faced with fury, as David took off and left the past far behind him, 


where it could haunt him no more. 


